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A cursory glance at some of the contemporary Pharaohs of our land might be helpful in understanding the myriad plagues 
assailing us and why the ordinary citizen goes about wearing such a sand-bagged and despondent expression

Continued on page 8

Asif Ali Zardari
This broadly grinning gentleman’s lofty 

status rests, as everyone knows, partly on the 
accident of marriage, a tragic assassination 
and a bit of mendacity. After openly pledg-
ing in a pre-election interview that ‘Asif Ali 
Zardari is not a candidate for the President 
of Pakistan’ he feigned to change his mind 
one fine morning. Luckily for him, there was 

enough sympathy for the slain Benazir Bhutto 
to give his party the highest number of seats 
in the National Assembly, and after his first 
somersault, to enable him to navigate his way 
to the Presidency by a near unanimous vote. 

Glad to be rid of the hated Gen. Mush-
arraf, many people when confronted with the 
prospect of his equally distressing successor, 
deceived themselves into believing that AAZ 
would be a changed person, that he would 
redeem himself in the eyes of the electorate, 
the party and the critics. But he only ‘distin-
guished’ himself by his ambiguity, starting 
with the (non)restoration of the judiciary, his 
dealings, or rather double-dealing, with Char-
ter of Democracy partner Mian Nawaz Sharif, 
imposing the ill-advised short-lived Gov-
ernor’s Rule in the ‘hostile’ territory of the 
Punjab, by his inability to tell apart a signed 
agreement and a plain scrap of paper, and his 
disturbing rants against unnamed plotters and 
‘political actors’ out to get him. At times, it 

seemed ‘his nature needed enemies’ to sustain 
its normalcy. Then, any remaining brains went 
down the drain, merit was ignored, cronyism 
flourished, the most corrupt were honoured 
with lucrative positions, civil awards and 
prompt pardons if convicted, and to defy the 
apex court orders became the order of the 
day, to this day. A desperate marriage of con-
venience was made with the former Q (as in 
Qatil) League comprising of turncoats (twice 
over), of the previous regime, while the Presi-
dent kept appeasing the biggest blackmailer 
of them all, the MQM, facilitating its never-
ending quest to maintain its monopoly by 
murder over Karachi. The task of turning the 
country into a banana republic had seemed 
lengthy and difficult but he accomplished it 
in good time and now presides over fearful 
and fawning sycophants like the don of a Si-
cilian clan, The Godfather reportedly being his 
favourite movie. He would very much like a 
second term, a third and a fourth, preferably 

till eternity, all the better to remain under the 
safety net of the presidency, thereby saving his 
soul and his billions, a grim reminder that a 
person worshipping the golden calf can never 
be a nation-builder. Politics, contrary to the 
commonly held view, is not just about one- 
upmanship and deceit, it is also about ideal-
ism, vision, progress and prosperity – and 
dull, solid hard work. Mr. Zardari can easily 
be called the ‘President on the move’. He is 
an incorrigible traveller, and his repetitive 
official tours to rather unenthusiastic foreign 
capitals and somewhat cool hosts, are always 
eminently ‘successful’. But has it ever been 
otherwise with our insecure leaders? How-
ever, one cannot comment on his even more 
numerous ‘private’ tours, how they serve the 
national interests and their ‘rate’, if that is the 
correct word, of ‘return’ or success! One cer-
tain corollary of his past  ill-repute has been 
the euphemistically named ‘donor fatigue’.  

By Khawaja Manzar Amin

I
n the biblical account, ten catastrophic 
plagues desolated the land of Egypt in 
quick succession before the Pharaoh 
Ramses11 (1303 BC--- 1213 BC) freed 
the Israelites led by Moses from slavery 
and allowed them to leave. Ironically, it 

was Karl Marx, the former German Jew (his fa-
ther had converted to the Protestant faith when 
Marx was six) and descended of immaculate 
rabbinical lineage from both parents, who in 
the nineteenth century expressed the greatest 
admiration of ancient Egypt for expelling the 
‘nation of lepers’. This was because for Marx, the 
founder and advocate of modern communist 
ideology, ‘the proletariat had become the new 
chosen people’.

The plagues visited on the Egyptians, in 
order of ‘star’-crossed appearance, were: the 
contamination of the sacred river Nile along 
with all the water in the land by turning it into 
blood; their dwellings overrun by frogs, a reptile 
loathsome to them (something the modern-day 
French gastronomes would find hard to regard 
as an affliction!); the dirt turning into lice, a par-
ticularly upsetting defilement by vermin of the 
purity- obsessed priestly class; the invasion of 
unprecedented swarms of flies, or mosquitoes; 
outbreak of a highly infectious livestock disease 

(Murrain, literally meaning death); another 
filthy disease, the skin breaking out in boils; a 
tremendous tempest, with thunder, hail and fire 
which destroyed the early harvest; a cloud of lo-
custs, which disposed of the later corn harvest; 
an all-enveloping darkness described as ‘A Dark-
ness That Might be Felt’ ; and most horrific of all, 
the death of the first born of every Egyptian fam-
ily, including the Pharaoh’s.  

We are well familiar with a few of these 
‘plagues’, as for instance the frustrating man-
made darkness, which we Really Felt, especially 
in summer’s peaktime, and now better known 
as ‘load shedding’, the contaminated drinking 
water, the deluge and flooding which have laid 
waste the harvest in parts of the land, and of 
course the Dengue- causing mosquitoes, whose 
unusual swarms the local Pharaohs failed to 
ascertain until they had an epidemic on their 
hands. Speaking of Pharaohs, Ramses 11 was 
otherwise a tremendous builder of cities, ‘store-
cities’, monuments and temples, though by the 
now frowned upon method of forced or slave 
labour. 

A cursory glance at some of the contempo-
rary Pharaohs (randomly sequenced) of our 
land might be helpful in understanding the myr-
iad plagues assailing us and why the ordinary 
citizen goes about wearing such a sand-bagged 
and despondent expression.

Pharaohs of Modern Pakistan 
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Yousaf Raza Gilani
The phrase, ‘he came, he saw, he capitulated’, best 

describes the executive dimensions and capabilities 
of this utterly weak Prime Minister, who is otherwise 
expected to be ‘first among equals’ in the cabinet or 
parliamentary system of government. However, an 
ineffectual, ‘good old boy’ image is neither an excuse 
nor a reprieve in the verdict of history, as nations ei-
ther progress or decay, there is no standing still. This 
‘Prime’ Minister is also one of those who seemingly 
materialised out of the air to claim the coveted post, 
another in a long line of ‘throw of the dice’ appoin-
tees (by the party co-chairman in his case) rather than 
a ‘genuinely’ elected type (in the true parliamentary 
tradition and spirit) who win their preeminent posi-
tion by intra-party elections on the basis of senior-
ity, long experience, a proven record of leadership, 
popularity within the party, and of course a majority 
parliamentary vote. Mr. Gilani opposes all these quali-
ties with foreign tours, empty rhetoric, formation of 
committees on every matter under the sun, a flower-
ing moustache and a sartorial ‘splendour’ which relies 
more on its expensive tastes than any innate sense of 
style. When the Eighteenth Amendment was passed, 
all executive power supposedly flowed to the office 
of the Prime Minister, but instead of making inde-
pendent decisions in parliament, he still looked up to 
the godfather(s) and the vested interests. Whenever 
he makes (or is forced to follow) a particular politi-
cal alliance, however self-serving and opportunistic, 
it is always under ‘shaheed Benazir’s policy of national 
reconciliation’. A classic example of a worthless po-
litical leader of the ‘social wastrel’ ilk, interested more 
in the perks and privileges of power, and in showing 
off, rather than employing his powers to change the 
destiny of his people. However, this last bit does not 
apply to his relatives and close friends! These two 
leaders remind an Indian history buff of one of the 
later Moghuls, Mohammad Shah (reigned, but did not 
rule, 1719—1748) and his Grand Wazir, Qamrud-din 
Khan, Imad-ud-Daula, who when faced with frequent 
bad news (such as increasing Maratha incursions), 
‘soothed their hearts’ by abandoning the capital for 
months on end, ‘catching fish and hunting deer’  and 
generally indulging in revelry far away from the press-
ing problems of Delhi.  

Rehman Malik
In a recent talk show, when that powder-keg and 

now loose cannon Dr Zulfiqar Ali Mirza suggested 
that Rehman Malik’s DNA should be tested (for pos-
sible Semitic or lower middle class signatures?), the 
anchor hastily cut him off in mid-sentence and moved 
to other matters. But the good doctor had made his 
point. 

Rehman Malik remains the inscrutable mystery 
man of Pakistan politics, and even after being in the 
public eye for a long time, really its blind spot. His 
close equation with the self-appointed ‘demi-Quaid’ 

of the MQM, makes him even more suspect , rather 
than being perceived as a trouble-shooter accom-
plished in the art of political fence-mending. 

That this secretive, self-made man is confidant to 
a quite remarkable degree is apparent from the invari-
able luminosity of his silk neckties alone, on which he 
unfortunately seems well-stocked. Or he has powerful 
mentors and backers, against whom even the Pakistani 
establishment appears helpless. So many catastrophes 
and tragic incidents, some bordering on criminal neg-
ligence, have happened on his watch as Interior Min-
ister, but all these have fazed or ruffled him not a bit. 
This seems inexplicable to most people, as a change 
from loud neckties might well have proved a change 
for the better overall, and not only on the sartorial 
front. It was once remarked of the ‘Welsh wizard’, the 
Liberal politician Lloyd George, who despite becom-
ing Prime Minister , remained an ‘outsider’ to the Brit-
ish establishment, ‘what happens when Lloyd George 
is alone in a room’, and the answer being, ‘when Lloyd 
George is alone in a room, there is no one there!’ 

So it is with the mysterious and enigmatic Mr. 
Rehman Malik, who despite a damning list of failures, 
including the assassination of Benazir Bhutto when he 
was her security chief, remains firmly glued to his min-
isterial saddle. Even Sherlock Holmes when confront-
ed with the facts of the case, would have been moved 
to remark to Watson, ‘These are much deeper waters 
than I had thought…It is quite a three-pipe problem, 
’ as he reached for his tobacco pouch with a worried 
frown. Often the ‘riddle’ man’s performances remind 
one of the remarks of someone being ‘so slippery that 
compared to him an eel was a leech’, or in the words 
of the British humorist P.G Wodehouse in one of his 
novels, ‘he was so crooked that he could hide at will 
behind a spiral staircase’.  

Why can’t he be changed, is the troubled refrain? 
It is a democratic dispensation after all and the minis-
ter who cannot deliver even in three and a half years 
either resigns or is removed from his post. No big deal. 
Or is it? 

Mian Nawaz Sharif
Starting in the ‘robber baron’ mould in the corrup-

tion-ridden, free-for-all world of Pakistani trade and 
industry in the 1980s, the man now projects himself 
as the last word in the Mr. Respectable department. 

If Asif Zardari, by stretching disbelief to the surre-
al, could ever be considered as Mr Clean, Mian Sahib 
would then surely qualify for the title of Mr Respect-
able. But, as everybody knows, this is not about to hap-
pen anytime soon. Consider Mian Sahib’s new-found 
sober poses, his calm statesman- like demeanour, the 
absence of the fiery, finger-wagging outpourings of the 
past(with only an occasional outburst), the ten-day 
annual Ramadan Sabbath in the Kingdom. But can all 
this art eradicate the sins of the past? As in the case of 
the ruthless Lady Macbeth, ‘here’s the smell of blood 
still : all the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this 
little hand’. Or ‘will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this 
blood clean from my hand’, the stain of having been 
sired into the political world by General Ziaul Haq’s 
protégé, General Gillani, as also the ignominy of the 
good old ‘on-the make’ days, when financial ethics 
were the last item on the agenda, if at all. At best, in 
the present setup, Mr. Sharif should have been sitting 
in parliament as leader of the opposition, as indeed Mr 
Zardari should have, as the Prime Minister. The lat-
ter’s preference for the presidency is understandable, 
but the casual manner in which Mian Nawaz Sharif 
has conducted himself, indeed side-lined himself, as 
leader of the second biggest party in the National As-
sembly, is mystifying to people. On the whole, he has 
been evasive and furtive, rather than focussed. Let not 

this  be his political epitaph: Mr. Nawaz Sharif has ‘sat 
on the fence for so long that the iron has entered his 
soul’. He has baffled with his repeated absences abroad 
in times of acute national crisis, and by his abysmal 
failure in exposing the shortcomings of the regime on 
the domestic and foreign policy fronts, or its excesses 
in cronyism and corruption. Indeed, it would appear 
that national issues are the last thing on any politician’s 
mind (such as it is), as things drift inexorably towards 
a disaster. The attitude is one of ‘dancing to the jazz 
band while the ocean liner is sinking’, and the atten-
tion more on the ‘squalid materialities’ of life, rather 
than on ‘higher matters’. He is yet another example of 
the businessman –politician, ‘condemned to have an 
itching palm’, a sort rampant in our political system, 
with all the emphasis on the fruits of the first vocation. 
And the chote Mians are treading much the same ‘po-
litical’ path as indeed are the ‘menace Elahis’.  

‘Demi-Quaid’ Altaf Hussain
If ever a person could be included absolutely 

without any hesitation and protest from the other 
characters, in Alice in Wonderland, it is the MQM 
chief. He would fit in nicely with the Mad Hatter, the 
March Hare and the Dormouse in their feisty tea par-
ties, and contribute in no small measure to the weird 
and eccentric aspects of that fantasy tale. For Mr. Altaf 
Hussain is one of a kind, that is, the ‘One Volk, one 
Reich, one Fuhrer, ’ kind. From his mythical abode 
in, some say, a rural setting, others in urban London, 
the tin- pot fuhrer presides over his domain of Karachi 
and monitors his minions with bulging, but eagle eyes. 
This man’s aphrodisiac is power, and he simply cannot 
conceive the port city without his hegemony, to fur-
ther which goal he would gladly sup with the devil. So 
far, he has managed all right with a little less, with help 
from the unstable ‘on again, off again’ Mr. Zardari and 
his plenipotentiary, the always obliging Mr. Rehman 
Malik. But the vilest abuse on this count must be 
reserved for that pest of the past, Gen (rtd) Pervez 
Musharraf, who resurrected the broken and scattered 
MQM leadership and patronised it to strengthen and 
prolong his dictatorial rule with a little ethnic colour. 
The party not only regained its footing, but became 
firmly entrenched in that decade of unrestrained pow-
er. Today, the ‘demi-Quaid’, from his London lair, has 
the power to ‘Cry ‘havoc’ and let slip the dogs of war’ 
in Karachi whenever he wants. The grim sector com-
manders have been toiling away overtime these past 
few months in their humane chosen vocation! But in 
the drunkenness (pun intended) of power, amid all 
the lies, fiery rejoinders and explanations, one little 
fact is overlooked: you cannot fool all of the people all 
of the time. The MQM demands of the ordinary Paki-
stani to perceive it as the angelic torchbearer of the 
great literary and social culture of Avadh. Under the 
present conditions, Mafia dons, even of Sicilian and 
Corsican origin, could take the MQM’s correspon-
dence course (or is it Virtual University now?) in the 
dark arts of extortion, kidnapping, horrible tortures 
rivalling that of the Inquisition and murder. The min-
ions, in particular another ‘mystery man’ in the Rehm-
an Malik mould, the Mayor to the World, Mustapha 
Kamal, echo their master’s, or bhai’s, every utterance 
with a blind conviction and an almost religious rev-
erence, even as the captive audience sits for hours at 
a time like zombies (seemingly) eagerly soaking in 
every word of the sermon. For the demi-Quaid is not 
one of your strong, silent men, and it cannot be said 
of him that, ‘Few words he said, but easy those and 
fit, More slow than Hybla-drops, and far more sweet’. 
The versatile three-hour plus theatrical of last month 
could well be staged on the London stage or in vaude-
ville, though it is moot if it would survive its first per-
formance. But there is no denying the frightening fact 
that the party is holding the whole country hostage. 
This Frankenstein monster will take a long time going 

away, it can’t simply be wished away. The Pied Piper of 
Karachi plays a tune, alluring to some, on a one-string 
lyre : absolute ownership of ‘miniature Pakistan’.           

The Go-Go Generals
‘Prussia was hatched out of a cannon ball’, re-

marked the Emperor Napoleon, no pacifist himself, 
on the warlike inclinations of the Germanic state 
of Prussia. The Islamic Republic of Pakistan, born 
of Partition, an even more explosive birth, and con-
fronted by an inexorable foe in the East (not China!) 
witnessed shots fired in anger from its very inception. 

It eventually acquired a reputation for militarism, 
a ‘synonym for Mars’ complex and gave us the disas-
trous order of the Bonapartists, military dictators, 
who were to become the bane of our political devel-
opment. Their dubious legacy has metamorphosed 
today into the hideous spectacle of suicide bombings, 
bigotry, a ready resort to violence in everyday life and 
rampant militancy. A species spawned by the security 
state apparatus, a devastating collateral damage, one 
might say, the military dictators have proved them-
selves the very scourge of reason, common sense and 
even martial sense. The Frankenstein monster men-
tioned elsewhere is also a byproduct of this terribly 
proud and ambitious group, as indeed are some of the 
other ‘scorpions chastening’ us today. 

At the outset, so as not to excite hysterical under-
lining in some quarters, these few must be quickly sep-
arated from the entire army. On the whole, the rank 
and file and the officer class have acquitted themselves 
honourably whenever sacrifices were demanded, if 
not actually distinguished themselves (which they 
could have in 1965) despite facing heavy odds. Many 
have perished in the ongoing war on terror. But the 
‘bloody civilians’ (especially politicians) mindset is 
also a contemptuous gut reaction, one that has deep 
roots in our military culture. 

It is an ingrained perception or frame of mind, ex-
tremely difficult to discard or change. More often than 
not, it results in an ‘operetta’ government, implying in 
practice, ‘vague menaces to party politicians and ca-
pricious intervention in foreign affairs’ as well as in the 
election process.

Only a strong and populist leader, with the cour-
age of his convictions, can manage to transform this 
mindset. The British Prime minister for part of the 
First World War, David Lloyd George confessed that ‘I 
had to contend not with a profession, but with a priest-
hood, devoted to its chosen idol’ when he attempted 
to check the vested interests in the British Army and 
to establish political control over military operations.  
And, once in the Second World War, when Field Mar-
shal Montgomery, Britain’s most famous soldier, made 
his usual three-to-one ratio demand in equipment and 
manpower versus the enemy before he would attack, 
Prime Minister Winston Churchill acerbically re-
marked , ‘This was an almost prohibitive condition. 
Generals only enjoy such comforts in Heaven. And 
those who demand them do not always get there’! 

But our top-notch ‘political’ generals have prob-
ably enjoyed ‘kingly joys’ on earth comparable to ‘the 
pleasures they enjoy in Heaven’, in Marlowe’s words.   
However, in the end, unrestrained militarism has al-
ways resulted in a national misfortune. The concept 
of the ‘will that deems itself absolute’, is now only a 
‘desperate delusion’, unless of course one happens to 
be the world’s sole super power. In our own relatively 
minor context, ‘The Marshal Rides a Galloping White 
Horse’ disposition needs to be permanently shelved. 
The world is changing fast, including belatedly, the Is-
lamic world, and there is also the spectre of UN sanc-
tions, Tahrir Square and the International Court of 
Justice in The Hague to consider, not to mention our  
independent–minded judiciary.
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PTCL: A case for 
re-nationalisation
By Hashim bin Rashid

‘The deal to privatize PTCL was not 
transparent. It was made contrary to 

rules and procedures.’
Senator Waqar Ahmed Khan 

Federal Minister for Privatisation 
before National Assembly on March 

30, 2010

‘The PTCL privitisation was a large-
scale scandal.’

Chief Justice of Pakistan 
Iftikhar Muhammad Chaudhry on 12 

October, 2009
 

O
n the Mall Road 
Lahore a small 
protest camp has 
been maintained 
for 40 days. In 
it, 82 dismissed 
workers of 

Pakistan Telecommunications Limited 
sit, offering those who drive by the 
real picture of PTCL, behind all its late 
glamour. The PTCL picture we receive 
is a diversified product base: the Evo, 
Ptcl wireless, Vcard, broadband and a 
cheeky Ufone ad campaign. But at the 
backend is a much starker picture.
Only a year ago, PTCL workers went 
on a principled strike, not for the first 
time. When the PTCL privatisation 
bidding began in 2005, PTCL was a 
healthy financial organization. Hosting 
a 72000 employee base and churning 
out an average of Rs. 30 billion in 
profits for the government. PTCL was 
making $0.4billion in profits each year 
when a 26% stake was sold for $2.56 
billion in 2005.When this privatisation 
began, 65000 PTCL workers went 
on strike under two claims: one, 
they would lose their jobs;  two, the 
privatisation would cause a loss to the 
national exchequer.
When thousands of PTCL workers took 
to Islamabad, the military government 
unleashed a very much precedented 
bout of violence against them. The 
worker’s strike was effectively clamped 
down and the army was said to have 
taken over 18 PTCL exchanges to 
ensure the consumer never question: 
why had the PTCL workers’ protested? 
To the consumer, the General and 
his Citibank Prime Minister shouted 
the “$2.56 billion for 26%!” mantra. 
Because the government would remain 
principle owner, profits would accrue 
to the government and no workers 
would be fired, we were told. 6 years on 
however the label “the most ambiguous 
financial deal” in Pakistan’s history fits.

The current standoff
When in the Federal Budget 2010-
11, the Government of Pakistan 
announced a 50% increase in basic 
pay of government employees, the IT 
Ministry endorsed the increase in a 
communiqué to the PTCL President. 
The PTCL management, contrary 
to its acceptance of the Pakistan 
Telecommunication Re-organisation 

Act, 1996, rejected the move and 
offered its own alternate: a 30% 
basic pay increase, a 20% 
per formance-based 
increase. The 2010 
PTCL workers 
strike began in 
response to 
this move. 
From 31 
August 
to 3 

September 
2 0 1 0 , 
thousands of 
PTCL workers 
gathered at the PTCL 
head office in Islamabad 
to register their protest in a 
dharna.
Under the present democratic 
government, they were beaten again 
on the fourth day. Subsequently, the 
PTCL management dismissed 313 
members of the CBA Union, 
issued show c a u s e 
n o t i c e s 
to 500 
workers and 
stopped the 
salaries of 
19000 workers. 
Later it was 
forced to 
reverse 
i t s 

illegal 

dec is ion 
and agreed 
to the pay the 

i n c r e a s e . H o w e v e r , 
only 231 of the sacked 313 were 
reinstated. 82 union members 
that had played a critical role in 
securing the pay increase for the 
rest still remained dismissed. At 
a time when questions are being 
asked of the entire privatisation 
process of the PTCL, the demands 
put by the union to the court stand 
as marginal: reinstatement of 

dismissed and suspended 
employees and 

restoration of 
full pay. 

A ‘sweetened’ 
deal

PTCL was 
privatized on June 18 

2005. Etisalat had bid 
$2.56 billion. It was told 

to deposit 25% of the amount 
within 15 days. And the rest before 

August 18. Today, Eitisalat continues to 
operate Pakistan Telecommunications 
Limited (PTCL) despite not having 
paid $802 million of its original 
commitment. 
From being required to pay the full 
amount within two months, Etisalat 
was offered a 5-year “pay-as-earn” 
deal, in contravention of the original 
privatization agreement.  Ufone and 
Paknet were added to the package for 
free, almost as a “buy one, get two” 
offer.
Immediately after the sale, Etisalat 

In this context, the demands put by the 
union to the court stand as marginal: 
reinstatement of dismissed and suspended 
employees and restoration of full pay. The 
demands offer nothing radical at a time 
when questions are being asked of the entire 
privatisation process of the PTCL



The Supreme 
Court looked 

beyond the 
overtly ethnic tint 

to the violence, 
going straight to 

the root of the 
matter: vested 

interests. Kudos 
to the Court for 

exercising its grey 
cells

The Ring of Truth

By Natasha Shahid Kunwar

While largely welcomed, it is highly doubtful that the SC verdict on Karachi will have any 
tangible long-term effect 

 

Flashback
 The last nine-and-a-half months 
of this year have seen no less than 
one-thousand three hundred 
and ten people lose their lives 
in Karachi. A few of them were 
notable personalities, like Wali 
Khan Babar, the journalist, brought 
to fame, sadly, by the manner of his 
end. Many of them were workers 
of various political parties active in 
the city. A considerable number of 
them were miscreants, themselves. 
But it isn’t a doubt that a great 
many people who were put to death 
this year in Karachi were innocent 
citizens of the country, mostly 
tortured and killed for belonging to 
one ethnic group or the other; for 
belonging to one area or the other 
– for belonging to one vote bank or 
the other.
By August this year, the 
government was ready to throw-up 
its hands and admit defeat - and it 
did what it always does in similar 
circumstances – it “invited” the 
Army Rangers to restore some 
semblance of order in the city 
and flush out all terrorist parties 
residing within it. This latest armed 
operation on the city was a tad bit 
more peaceful then the Operation 
Clean-Up that was launched under 
the Nawaz government 1992. The 
Rangers came in - all guns a-blazin’ 
- and swept through all but one 
out of eighteen unions or towns in 
Karachi. Lyari Town – ironically, 
the hub of the Pakistan People’s 
Party itself and the birthplace of 
its loyal fraternal gangster partner, 
the People’s Aman Committee 
– saw the most thorough shake 
down of the lot. Even though 
very few lives were lost during 
this operation, many suspected 
killers and terrorists were arrested 
from the area, while a good many 
torture cells were unearthed. We 
can tell that the operation was 
successful by lending an eye to the 
on-camera outburst of the People’s 
Aman Committee’s new chief. 
Uzair Baloch, the successor of the 
famed and feared Rehman Dakait, 
emphatically declaring his disgust 
for the current PPP leadership, 
saying that they ought to be 
“ashamed of themselves” for their 
actions in Karachi. The reaction 
was expected, since they managed 
to strike the very roots of the Aman 
Committee while conveniently 
missing those of their rival parties 
– or even “gangs”, like Baba Ladla– 
that operated in the city. It was 
quite evident that the operation 
had been designed to enervate 
the Aman Committee. And it was 
clearer still when at the end of a 
two-week-long spell of peace in 
the city, the Muttahida Qaumi 
Movement rejoined the Pakistan 
People’s Party government in Sindh 
as well as at the centre, on October 
5, 2011. The death rate in the city 
has declined considerably since the 
Rangers’ clean-up of Lyari 
Town. 

 

T h e 
Verdict 

Thursday last 
witnessed a very 

strange occurrence– in a good 
sense, that is. The Supreme Court 
of Pakistan had been gravely 
considering the situation in Karachi 
for a long time. Deciding at last 
that the situation fell within its 
domain, the Court passed a suo 
motu verdict on the fast debilitating 
state of the metropolis, which held 
its observations on the situation 
as well as its prescriptions for the 
concerned body. The 156-paged 
statement, if not concise, was 
admirably straight-forward: most 
prominently, it held all the parties 
active in the city responsible for the 
mayhem in the city as each of them 
possessed miscreants in their ranks; 
it also suggested a restructuring of 
administrative units of the city so 
as to encourage people belonging 
to different sects to intermingle 
and live together in harmony, all 
the while breaking the strongholds 
and vote banks of different 
parties; lastly, and most boldly, it 
clearly stated that the provincial 
government had failed miserably in 
keeping the city’s violence quotient 
in check. However, one notable 
section of the verdict that has failed 
to receive its due attention in the 
media, was something low key, but 
more penetrative in nature than the 
other highlights of the judgment. 
The Supreme Court bench declared:
 
We observe that violence in Karachi 
during the current year and in the 
past is not ethnic alone but it is 
also a turf war between different 
groups having economic, socio-
politico interest to strengthen their 
position/aggrandisement, based 
on the phenomenon of tit for tat 
with political, moral and financial 
support or endorsement of the 
political parties, who are claiming 
their representation on behalf 
of public of Karachi including 
components and non-components 
of Provincial Government/ 
Executive.
 
The Supreme Court looked beyond 
the overtly ethnic tint to the 
violence, going straight to the root 
of the matter: vested interests. 
Kudos to the Court for exercising 
its grey cells. Religion, honour, 
ethnicity, freedom and defence – 
the most commonly named factors 
behind the criminal offence of 
qatl-i-amd, or “culpable homicide” 
constitute merely a fraction of the 
motivational forces behind such an 
act. These honourable mentions 
are but designed to mask the one 
biggest shameless reason for which 
man kills man, the reason that 
has given murderers all through 
history – from Abel through Hitler 
to Mumtaz Qadri, and everybody in 
between and after – the animal 
ruthlessness that such a 
man must have, 
the one 

m o s t 
o b v i o u s 

reason; the 
naked, true factor: the 

vested self-interest. The ‘I’ of the 
social equation; the pocket of the 
perpetrator. We kill but in the name 
of ourselves. And one need not look 
any farther than Karachi to realize 

just that.
 
Verdict on the Verdict
The verdict of October 6 is, indeed, 
a commendable act of judicial 
judgment. In a country where a 
judicious judge has be transferred 
from his seat just because the 
masses don’t ‘agree’ with the 
decision, being the voice of truth 
must be very hard. However, given 
the truth in the Court’s judgment, 
and given the importance of being 
truthful in a society such as ours, 
how big a difference will this new 
declaration make? Sure, the city 
is moth-eaten by mafia groups 
of all sorts, sure there is a gross 
excess of ammunition there. Sure, 
the political parties active in the 
city hold militant wings, sure the 
government of the province as well 
as the country failed to perform 
its duty in protecting its citizen’s 
lives. But surely enough – most of 
us already knew that for sure. Some 
more enlightened within us already 
knew the solution to the problem of 
Pakistan’s biggest city, as well. So 
what use will the Supreme Court’s 
verdict prove to be in the end? 
Sadly, not much, since the one 
biggest question still remains: who 
is going to implement the verdict? 
The government that is more 
interested in saving its various 
coalitions than bringing justice to 
its people? The prominent parties 
of the city like the MQM and JI, 
which, having done commendable 
work in the past, have busied 
themselves in ethnic vendetta of 
late? Or, maybe the police that is 
on local parties’ and gangs’ payrolls 
itself? Or, the usual suspect, the 
army, whose very existence in 
the political machinery rusts it to 
a jam? Whose golden touch is it 
going to be? The verdict remains 
unclear on this issue. With no one 
to trust with the implementation 
of its verdict, the Court’s act goes 
no farther than half-way down the 
finish line.
 
Proposition for Peace 
That said, the answer to the given 
question is not that hard to see. 
Vested interests exist, but why must 
they always compel us to act in the 
ugliest direction possible? 
Why must they always 
lead us to violence, 
to extortion, to 
corruption, to 
terrorism, to mass 
protests and to 
shutter-downs? 
Why must the term 
“self-interest” always 
have negative 

connotations? 
If it is vested 
interests that 
have killed 
the peace of 
Karachi, it has 
to be vested 
interests that 
must bring it back 
too. Not the vested 
interests of a few empowered 

and armed militants, but the vested 
interests of the overwhelming 
majority of citizens that wishes 
nothing but to lead a peaceful 
life. For, does it not lie within our 
interests that our streets be safer, 
that our minds be at peace? Isn’t 
a terrorism-free state a part of our 
vested interests? Do we not yearn 
for a life that would be cleansed of 
the problems that we face day in and 
day out because of our country’s 
unstable nature? We all readily 
declare that we want nothing but 
peace, equality and harmony – then 
why do we not act like we so dearly 
desire it?
If the situation in Karachi – nay, 
even the whole of Pakistan – is 
to be improved, it is the people 
themselves who need to take the 
first step in the right direction. 
If vested interests can lead us to 
commit heinous crimes in the name 
of nationality, religion and security, 
they can propel us in the opposite 
direction to the very same ends, as 
well. If we can kill in our names, 
we can also live (and, hopefully, let 
live) by them, too. It might be hard 
for some, but I ensure those people 
that it is the only option available to 
us. To the people of Pakistan, it’s a 
“do or die” situation –literally. And 
we must now take our pick.

also got a near $400 million write-off when 
its price was ‘adjusted’. The condition to not 
fire employees, like other examples, was not 
met again. In 2007, 42000 employees were 
dismissed under a Voluntary Separation 
Scheme (VSS), paid for by the government. 
For an entity for which it has received only 
$1.5 billion, the government of Pakistan 
spent over $700 million under different 
heads. First, it paid $250 million under the 
head of the ‘Technical Services Agreement.’ 
Second, it paid $283 million to fund the VSS. 
Third, PTCL was granted tax concessions of 
$76 million. This was aside from over $300 
million worth in land transfers to PTCL that 
were stopped by courts in 2007.

Before privatization and after
A cursory look at the balance sheets of 
PTCL over the past 10 years offers a starker 
picture. After privatisation, PTCL’s reported 
profits show a marked decrease, despite 
countrywide growth in the telecom sector. 
PTCL workers’ union representative claim the 
decrease is down to the PTCL managements’ 
underreporting. PTCL revenue is at a 
maximum of Rs. 76 billion with expenditures 
of Rs 40 billion allowing it to make a profit 
of Rs. 36 billion in 2005. The average 
contribution of PTCL every year, before 
privatization, to the government’s pool was 
over Rs 30 billion a year.
This was before it was sold for $ 2.56 billion to 
Etisalat in 2005. However, Etisalat refused to 
give the government the complete money and 
paid only $ 1.21 billion or Rs 105 billion. The 
number of line connection has fallen from 5.4 
million on privatization to 3.0 million today. 
The coming of Etisalat means the creation of a 
tiered system of payment into the organization 
where advisers are paid millions. There has 
been a decrease of Rs 83 billion in profits that 
is as yet unexplainable. This is separate from 
the profits Etisalat accrues from Ufone and 
Paknet.
Reported profits in 2010 fell down to Rs. 9 
billion, with revenue falling to Rs 57 billion 
and expenditures rising to Rs. 48 billion, 
completely undercutting the so-called logic of 
privatization in the first place.Especially for an 
organization that had culled its staff by two-
thirds, the issue is compounded. The incentive 
of Etisalat to show less profits to government 
comes from the 74 percent share on profit 
for the government. It almost appears as if 
Etisalat is holding the government hostage.

A case for re-nationalisation
Apart from a few rumblings from 
parliamentarians and in the courts, there 
appears no serious challenge to the status quo 
at PTCL.
Shaukat Aziz had claimed the PTCL sale 
was a “vote of confidence in the improved 
macroeconomic climate.” A more considered 
appraisal, with the benefit of hindsight, 
however suggests that it was offering a gold 

calf to the roving vultures of 
international capital. 

The PTCL 

privatization 
is the tale of f i n a n c i a l 
corruption of the highest order.  
If losses be compounded then the total 
amounts to a loss of at least $2.9 billion from 
the sale of PTCL. There exists a strong case 
to challenge the PTCL privatization on the 
promises, as exists for the KESC. The reversal 
of the Pakistan Steel Mills privatization, by 
the Supreme Court is a key precedent.
For starters, there is a need for a through audit 
of PTCL for the 5 years it has operated under 
Etisalat. One of the outstanding questions 
of the privatisation process is: why does the 
deal always change to benefit the ‘investor’ 
and not the government? The Musharraf era, 
which entailed much self-heralding for over 
$7 billion in privatisation deals, is estimated 
to have accrued at least $23.6 billion in 
corruption pertaining to privatisation. 
And for the 82 workers that are 
now fighting for reinstatement, 
there are 42000 others that stand 
no chance of restoration. Just a 
parting thought.



The creation of a separate Muslim homeland reflects the Quaid’s strength of character and iron will

Whether it encompasses the complete truth or not, one cannot say, but what Zakheim tells us has a solid 
backing from facts and primary sources
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By Natasha Shahid Kunwar 

By Basharat Hussain Qizilbash

‘Q
uaid-i-Azam 
M u h a m m a d 
Ali Jinnah’s 
grand strategy’ 
by Professors 
Doctors Qalb-
i-Abid and 

Massarrat            Abid is a historical 
account of how            the demand of 
Pakistan made in the form of a paper 
resolution actually turned into a reality 
in 1947. In other words, it is a history of 
‘furious’ forties in the subcontinental 
politics. ‘Furious’, because of the 
devastating rhetoric and actions of 
the main political stakeholders i.e. 
the Hindu and Muslim politicians. 
Despite the British desire for a ‘quiet’ 
India to maximize the Indian World 
War II effort, political atmosphere 
remained heated between Quaid-i-
Azam Muhammad Ali Jinnah and his 
opponents- the leaders of the Congress 
and the Hindu Mahasabha.

The ‘fury’ started in the summer 
of the election year in 1937, when, 
notwithstanding Jinnah’s request 
to the Congress to form a united 
front with the Muslim League to 
attain independence from the British 
colonists, the Congress arrogantly 
shrugged his gesture of friendship 
by calling him a ‘communalist’. This 
hurt his political ego as never before 
because throughout his political 
sojourn, he had worked assiduously 
for communal amity and harmony, 
demanding at the maximum only 
constitutional safeguards for the 
ninety million Muslims against an 
indomitable Hindu majority of two 
hundred and eighty million. This 
needless Congress attack hardened 
Jinnah’s political posture. He retorted 

in May 1937 that “We are prepared 
to fight for the country’s freedom as 
equals with other parties but never as 
camp followers nor shall we submit to 
anybody’s dictation.”

When the legislatures met after the 
elections, the Congress introduced the 
‘Bande Matram’ song in the Congress- 
dominated legislatures without 
consulting other elected groups. It 
was purely a communal act on the 
part of the Congress because this 
song was a typical representation of 
Hindu culture and philosophy. Jinnah 
pricked the Congressmen by arguing 
that if the thirty League legislators 
headed by him entered the Central 
Assembly shouting ‘Allah-ho-Akbar’, 
how proper would it be to expect the 
non-Muslim legislators to repeat this 
slogan. He reminded the public that 
it was the Congress that acted as a 
communal organization and flushed 
with electoral victory, it intended 
to set up a Hindu Raj, at the first 
opportunity. 

After the League passed the 
1940 Lahore Resolution demanding 
separate states for the Muslims, 
Mahatma Mohandas Gandhi termed 
the demand as the ‘vivisection’ of India 
and his ‘disciple’ Rajagopalacharia 
called it “cutting the baby into two”. 
Moreover, Gandhi condemned the 
demand of Pakistan as ‘wicked’, ‘a 
crime and a sin’ which he vowed to 
combat by every non-violent means 
at his disposal. The political mercury 
shot up, when Gandhi alleged in 
his Harijan magazine that Jinnah’s 
League was an agent of imperialism 
and an obstruction in the path of 
India’s freedom. This stung Jinnah, 
who dismissed the accusation 

as falsehood and publicly 
challenged his critics to point 
out a single instance when he 
ever supported imperialism 
inside or outside the legislature. 
There was a deafening silence 
because such allegations 
could not be substantiated. In 
return, he unleashed his anger 
against Gandhi by blaming 
him for turning the Congress 
into an instrument for the 
revival of Hinduism. Dubbing 
the Working Committee of the 
Congress as the ‘Grand Fascist 
Council,’ he pointed out that 
the Congress had a peculiar 
political dictionary in which 
‘nationalism’ meant Hinduism, 
‘Swaraj’ meant ‘Hindu Raj’ 
and ‘wrecking’ the constitution 
meant ‘working’ with it.

And as to the Congress 
claim that India belonged to the 
Hindustanis by which it meant 
Hindus because in its opinion 
the Muslims were either 
foreigners and not sons of soil 
or merely Hindu converts, 
Jinnah lambasted that all this 
was utter nonsense because 
his demand for a Muslim state 
was made to the British, who 
had taken power from the 
Muslims that had ruled the 
country for seven centuries, 
and was not asking Hindus to 
give anything to the Muslims 
because the Hindus had 
never ruled the whole of India. In an 
interview with Beverly Nichols, Jinnah 
traced the idea of the division of the 
subcontinent to the liberal British 
statesman John Bright (1811-1889), 

who had suggested that the people of 
different provinces of India should be 
encouraged to consider themselves as 
citizens of different states so that at 
the time of transfer of power from the 

“When I walked into Rumsfeld’s 
office, I saw that this was not going 

to be a one-on-one meeting. Several 
people were sitting around the 

table, including Deputy Secretary of 
Defence Paul Wolfowitz; Doug Feith, 
my counterpart as under secretary of 

defence for policy; and Dick Myers, 
the chairman of the Joint Chiefs of 
Staff.[…] For some time I had been 
working with the State Department 
to raise funds and materiel support 
for U.S. forces in Afghanistan. Now 
Rumsfeld told me he wanted me to 

do more: I was to be the Defence 
Department’s civilian coordinator for 

the reconstruction of Afghanistan, 
acting as the department’s 

interagency and international focal 
point for nonmilitary matters in that 

country.”
–Chapter One, “Nation Building 

and the 2000 Campaign”
 

T
hus began the part 
in Dov Zakheim’s 
a d m i n i s t r a t i o n a l 
career which had him 
leave – arguably – the 
deepest mark on the 
world. Until that day 

in August 2002, he had been offering 
his services to the Bush administration 
as the “Comptroller” – or the Under 
Secretary of Defence – whose function 
was to manage – and account for – the 
finances of the Pentagon, but after the 
meeting the above excerpt is referring 

to, Zakheim was also granted the keys 
to the house of the Afghans. It was all 
his to manage – well, almost.

It is this very role of his that lies 
at the centre of his new release, 
“A Vulcan’s Tale: How the Bush 
Administration Mismanaged the 
Reconstruction of Afghanistan”. The 
title, which seems to be a play on 
Geoffrey Chauser’s “The Knight’s 
Tale” – or perhaps on the Hollywood 
movie partly inspired by Chauser’s 
poem named, “A Knight’s Tale” but 
I would expect Zakheim to have a 
more mature taste than that – is both 
appropriate and inappropriate at 
the same time. While the book does 
draw considerably from the author’s 
experiences as a part of the The Vulcans 
– the team of experts on foreign policy 
put together by George Bush Junior 
for his presidential campaign in 2000, 
and so named 
by Condoleezza 
Rice – it is more 
than anything 
else, in the eyes 
of this reviewer, 
an economic 
insight into the 
USA’s war in 
A f g h a n i s t a n 
up till 2004, 
when Zakheim 
resigned from his 
office.

Including the 
much important 
I n t r o d u c t i o n 

and Epilogue, the book consists of 
fourteen highly informing chapters. 
It begins, with the Introduction 
labeled “The Failures of Dealing with 
‘How?’”, in the present time – or as 
near to it as possible – with 
the 2009 announcement 
of the current president 
of United States, Barack 
Obama’s about increasing 
the troops in Afghanistan by 
thirty-thousand. However, 
the official first chapter of 
the book entitled “Nation 
Building and the 2000 
Campaign” takes the reader 
back to the end of the 
Clinton administration and 
the beginning of George 
W. Bush’s presidential 
campaign. From thence, the 
chapters to come, although 

named in an order of chronological 
progression, see the author travel back 
and forth in time seeming very keen 
to reflect on historical events – as 
well as the personalities of some of his 

His political credentials 
were never doubted 

even eleven years ago, 
having served the Reagan 

administration already, 
but the brightest – and 

the darkest – highlights 
of Dr Zakheim’s career 

were yet to come
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This former Aligarh graduate takes a nostalgic trip down the memory lane
By Syed Afsar Sajid

Sellers of 
the Week 

British, there could be five or six large 
successor states, each able to support 
its own independence and government.

While the political temperature rose 
due to the irresponsible statements 
of the top Congress leadership, the 
communal relations between the 
Hindus and the Muslims were poisoned 
by the tunnel vision of the top bananas 
of the Hindu extremist organization, 
the All-India Hindu Mahasabha. 
Whatever semblance of tolerance 
had developed between the two 
communities over the centuries was 
shredded by the venom spewed against 
the Muslims by the Mahasabha after 
its formation in 1915. Under its aegis, 
controversial publications criticizing 
Prophet Muhammad (PBUH) and 
slandering other revered Muslim 
religious and historical figures were 
printed and publicly distributed. It was 
this organization which emphasized 
upon the Hindus to purify themselves 
by withdrawing participation from the 
Muslim festivals and instigated actions 
such as the playing of music before 
mosques at the time of prayer and anti-
cow-killing riots. Again, it was this very 
party that started militancy in India by 
setting up societies that trained Hindus 
in the use of weapons in the name of 
‘self-defense’ against Muslims in spite 
of the fact that the Muslims were just 
a powerless minority several times 
smaller than the Hindu majority.

When the demand for Pakistan 
was put forward, the Mahasabha 
emerged as its most vocal opponent. 
It held anti-Pakistan conferences 
and threatened of dire consequences 
should the Muslims persist with their 
demand. The language, symbolism 
and the tone and tenor of the rhetoric 
employed by its bigwigs befouled 
the political atmosphere and became 
a major cause of cold-blooded 
massacres at the time of partition. For 
example, one of its leaders, Dr Moonje 
exhorted the Hindus to use arms and 
ammunition to prevent the creation 

of Pakistan for which Jinnah labelled 
him ‘the Field Marshal Moonje.’ The 
Mahasabhites tried to yoke in the Sikh 
support by forming the Hindu-Sikh 
Unity with the firebrand Sikh leader 
Master Tara Singh, who thundered 
that Pakistan could only be conceived 
in a sea of blood. To torpedo Jinnah’s 
demand of the inclusion of whole 
Punjab in Pakistan, the President of 
the Mahasabha, Savarkar raised the 
slogan of the creation of a Sikh state 
called ‘Sikhistan’ in the Punjab. Both 
Savarkar and Moonje rejected the 
Congress nationalism as ‘perverted’ 
and declared that the Muslims were the 
Jews of India and thus should be given 
the same treatment that was meted out 
to the Jews by the Nazi regime under 
Hitler in Germany.

A reading of the writings and 
speeches of the Mahasabha kingpins 
meticulously researched by the learned 
authors of this work reveals that the 
Hindus suffered from an acute Muslim 
phobia. They were paranoid from an 
imagined fear that if Pakistan were 
created, the Muslims of India would use 
their links with the Muslim countries of 
Afghanistan, Iran, Turkey, Central Asia 
and Arabia to attack the Hindu India 
from its north-western borders. To 
pacify their absurd anxieties, Jinnah 
reminded them that the foreigners that 
colonized India such as the Portuguese, 
the French and the British had come 
through the ports and not the Khyber 
Pass in the north-west. He tried to 
calm the shuddering Hindus that how 
could the sovereign state of Pakistan 
call upon one or more Muslim states to 
come to Pakistan and compromise its 
sovereignty in the process. He counter-
questioned by asking that could Iran 
allow itself to be ruled by Turkey or 
Iraq by Saudi Arabia? On the contrary, 
he assured the Indians that Pakistan 
would guard the north-western side of 
the subcontinent and hoped that Hindu 
India would guard its southern and 
western frontiers, and concluded the 

argument by stating: “We join together 
as good friends and neighbors and say 
to the world : hands off India.”

Despite his solemn pledges of 
goodwill, the Hindus contend that 
Jinnah could not have got his Pakistan 
without the British support. Such 
allegation has been quite common 
among the critics of partition but so 
far no one has been able to produce 
an iota of historical evidence to make 
this allegation stand on its feet. The 
authors have tried to debunk this myth 
by an analysis of the comments and 
statements of the British politicians 
and statesmen, who actively remained 
involved with the Indian affairs in 
Britain and the subcontinent. For 
example, to the Secretary of State for 
India, Lord Zetland, the demand of 
Pakistan was nothing more than ‘a silly 
scheme’ or ‘a counsel of despair’, while 
his successor Amery had ‘insuperable 
objections to Pakistan.’ Mountbatten’s 
predecessor, Lord Wavell was a 
staunch believer in the geographical 
unity of India whereas the guideline 
given to the last Viceroy by the British 
government was to “obtain a unitary 
government for British India and 
the Indian states, if possible within 
the British Commonwealth.” That 
is why he tried hard to prevail upon 
Jinnah to accept the Cabinet Mission 
Plan. Even, the last Secretary of State 
Pethic-Lawrence and the then British 
Premier Atlee had also no soft corner 
for Jinnah while the British press, 
too, on the whole was opposed to the 
creation of Pakistan. With such heavy 
odds stacked against one man, Jinnah 
old in age, frail in body and terminally 
ill, the materialization of the idea of 
a Muslim homeland from a piece of 
paper to a reality seems to be the result 
of the strength of the man’s character 
and indefatigable willpower.

(The writer is an academic and 
journalist. He can be reached at 

qizilbash2000@yahoo.com)

S
yed Najmul 
Hassan Bukhari is 
a veteran lawyer. 
He is an alumnus 
of the Aligarh 
Muslim University 
where his father 

Syed Faqir Hussain Bukhari was 
a professor of English (later at 
Islamia College, Railway Road, 
Lahore). Literature and travel 
being his favourite pastimes, 
Bukhari has lately published three 
books in a row viz., Hai America! 
(travelogue), Hello America – 
ello Pakistan! (HHello Pakistan! 
(travelogue) and Mazameen-
o-Maktoobat-e-Bukhari which 
amply testify to his writing skills 
also.  

The present book is seemingly 
designed as an autobiography 
(or a quasi one!) touching only 
certain men, matters and events 
bearing on its author’s life in 
different ways but void of any 
chronological reference. Thus it 
looks like a narrative, proximating 
to memoirs --- sprouting from the 
author’s recollections buried in 
his memory --- that have blurred 
in the course of time.

Noted scholar, writer and 
poet Allama Zia Hussain Zia has 
recorded the flap of the book. 
According to him Bukhari writes 
in a fluent but natural style 
reminiscent of another eminent 
Alig Rashid Ahmad Siddiqui’s. 
In the preface, the writer 
attributes the book to the reputed 

educationist and litterateur Prof. 
Ghulam Rasul Tanvir’s insistent 
motivation to compose the 
memoirs of his observations and 
experiences as a lawyer for the 
benefit of the readers.

At the very outset the writer 
clarifies that he had studied 
law actually to understand and 
realize his rights and duties as a 
citizen and that his choice of the 
legal profession as a career was 
secondary to this consideration. 
His education (M.Sc., LL.B.) at 
Aligarh was a rich blend of an 
ideal academic as well as cultural 
activity.

The early post-Independence 
period (1948) saw Bukhari 
enter the premises of the local 
district courts in Lyallpur (now 
Faisalabad) to take on the 
mantle of a lawyer. He became 
apprentice to a leading criminal 
law practitioner of those days 
Khawaja Ghulam Hussain. The 
incompatibility of his calling as a 
criminal lawyer with his personal 
code of ethics forced him to lay 
down the robes as such and swing 
to the practice of civil law that he 
pursued for the rest of his career.

Apart from narrating his 
personal experiences in the 
district courts, the writer has 
also included in the book 
pen sketches of some of his 
contemporaries in the profession 
as also some officers in the district 
administration with whom he 
had had interaction during 
the course of his professional 
engagements. Prominent among 

them are Mir Abdul Qayyum, Ch. 
Muhammad Sharif Chohan, Ch. 
Siraj Din Nagra, Ch. Karam Elahi, 
Syed Sardar Muhammad Hasni 
Shah, Ch. Ghulam Mohyuddin, 
Agha Ghazanfar Ali Khan, Ch. 
Muhammad Zafarullah Khan, 
Bar-at-Law, Mehr Muhammad 
Sadiq, Ch. Aziz-ud-Din, Khan 
Bashiruddin Khan, Syed 
Muhammad Aslam Shah, 
Ch. Mukhtar Ahmad, Sh. 
Abdul Aziz and Sh. Nasim 
Akhgar (lawyers); Ch. 
Dost Muhammad and Ch. 
Muhammad Abdullah 
(lawyers’ clerks); Ghulam 
Rasul Khaliq Qureshi 
(editor, Lyallpur Akhbar); 
Rahmat Qureshi (orderly to 
district & sessions judge); 
Syed Muhammad Qasim 
Rizvi, Muhammad Shafi-
ul-Azam, Ahmad Khan 
Tareen and G.M. Sikander 
(deputy commissioners); 
Khan Najaf Khan and 
Kh. Masrur Hussain 
(police superintendents) 
and Kh. Habib Ali, Syed 
Fazal Hussain Shah, Ch. 
Muhammad Khalil Bhatti, 
Syed Ali Raza Naqvi, Syed 
Abdul Maajid, Muhammad 
Iqbal Minhas and  Syed 
Tajammul Abbas (PCS).

In the penultimate 
chapter of the book, the 
author describes the city of 
Lyallpur in its first (ideal), 
second (decline) and third 
(developing) phases. In 
the last chapter he gives 

details (like syllabus, sketches of 
teachers and other recollections 
tinged with nostalgia) pertaining 
to the period of his studies in law 
at the Aligarh Muslim University.

The book bears a fair imprint 
of its author’s personality. It is 
readable, being interesting and 
informative. 
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co-workers. Donald Rumsfeld, for instance, features 
very heavily through-out the book, with the Vulcan in 
consideration never passing an opportunity to throw 
his fiery glance at the-then Secretary of Defence – with 
no ill-intentions, of course. Of course.

Moving on, in the first four chapters of the book, 
the author continues to present his take on the 
happenings inside Bush’s Defence Department – 
and beyond – before the fatal 9/11 attacks. The fifth 
chapter, entitled conclusively “9/11” sees a similar 
kind of turn take place in the book as the attacks on 
the World Trade Center saw take place in the global 
political scenario back in 2001. The four chapters 
following the fifth contain Zakheim’s well-informed 
insider’s account of the consequences of the attacks 
on the American administration as well as global 
politics – the seventh chapter called “The Pakistan 
Conundrum” makes for an honourable mention in this 
regard. The appearance of the tenth chapter declares 
the arrival of another highlight of the War on Terror 
– the American administration begins “Gearing up for 
Iraq” and “Losing Focus on Afghanistan”.

It is from this point onwards that the book “shows 
its true colours” so to speak. The Comptroller in 
Zakheim presents an extremely well-detailed study on 
the adverse economic impacts put by the USA’s War in 
Iraq on that in Afghanistan, while the Vulcan in him 
keeps us informed of all the “gossip” on the inside of 
the Bush administration. Whether the complete truth 
or not, we cannot say. But the much Zakheim tells us 
has a solid backing from facts and primary sources – 
all referred to by the author – which only improves his 
status as the insider in this case. For anyone wishing 
to understand exactly why the War in Afghanistan has 
turned into a seemingly endless “crusade” – to use 
the former US President’s words – described only too 
well by the metaphor of the white elephant, this is the 
book to read. Dov Zakheim’s tale-cum-study – as it is 
both anecdotal as well as rigorously researched –takes 
us behind the curtains of the stage; to the factors that 
really controlled the headlines. And the only sad part 
is that it has to end.

Zakheim takes us just as far as April 2004, up 
till the day he separated himself from George Bush’s 
administration. The half a decade that he covers in 
this in-depth study is fueled both by his personal 
experiences and important documents – something 
that makes his book a highly reliable research work on 
the War on Terror. And all this from the perspective 
of a man who himself was very much a part of it. We 
owe some kudos to Zakheim – for highlighting his 
achievements yet never forgetting to own his flaws.



      

This former Aligarh graduate takes a nostalgic trip down the memory lane
By Syed Afsar Sajid

Sellers of 
the Week 

British, there could be five or six large 
successor states, each able to support 
its own independence and government.

While the political temperature rose 
due to the irresponsible statements 
of the top Congress leadership, the 
communal relations between the 
Hindus and the Muslims were poisoned 
by the tunnel vision of the top bananas 
of the Hindu extremist organization, 
the All-India Hindu Mahasabha. 
Whatever semblance of tolerance 
had developed between the two 
communities over the centuries was 
shredded by the venom spewed against 
the Muslims by the Mahasabha after 
its formation in 1915. Under its aegis, 
controversial publications criticizing 
Prophet Muhammad (PBUH) and 
slandering other revered Muslim 
religious and historical figures were 
printed and publicly distributed. It was 
this organization which emphasized 
upon the Hindus to purify themselves 
by withdrawing participation from the 
Muslim festivals and instigated actions 
such as the playing of music before 
mosques at the time of prayer and anti-
cow-killing riots. Again, it was this very 
party that started militancy in India by 
setting up societies that trained Hindus 
in the use of weapons in the name of 
‘self-defense’ against Muslims in spite 
of the fact that the Muslims were just 
a powerless minority several times 
smaller than the Hindu majority.

When the demand for Pakistan 
was put forward, the Mahasabha 
emerged as its most vocal opponent. 
It held anti-Pakistan conferences 
and threatened of dire consequences 
should the Muslims persist with their 
demand. The language, symbolism 
and the tone and tenor of the rhetoric 
employed by its bigwigs befouled 
the political atmosphere and became 
a major cause of cold-blooded 
massacres at the time of partition. For 
example, one of its leaders, Dr Moonje 
exhorted the Hindus to use arms and 
ammunition to prevent the creation 

of Pakistan for which Jinnah labelled 
him ‘the Field Marshal Moonje.’ The 
Mahasabhites tried to yoke in the Sikh 
support by forming the Hindu-Sikh 
Unity with the firebrand Sikh leader 
Master Tara Singh, who thundered 
that Pakistan could only be conceived 
in a sea of blood. To torpedo Jinnah’s 
demand of the inclusion of whole 
Punjab in Pakistan, the President of 
the Mahasabha, Savarkar raised the 
slogan of the creation of a Sikh state 
called ‘Sikhistan’ in the Punjab. Both 
Savarkar and Moonje rejected the 
Congress nationalism as ‘perverted’ 
and declared that the Muslims were the 
Jews of India and thus should be given 
the same treatment that was meted out 
to the Jews by the Nazi regime under 
Hitler in Germany.

A reading of the writings and 
speeches of the Mahasabha kingpins 
meticulously researched by the learned 
authors of this work reveals that the 
Hindus suffered from an acute Muslim 
phobia. They were paranoid from an 
imagined fear that if Pakistan were 
created, the Muslims of India would use 
their links with the Muslim countries of 
Afghanistan, Iran, Turkey, Central Asia 
and Arabia to attack the Hindu India 
from its north-western borders. To 
pacify their absurd anxieties, Jinnah 
reminded them that the foreigners that 
colonized India such as the Portuguese, 
the French and the British had come 
through the ports and not the Khyber 
Pass in the north-west. He tried to 
calm the shuddering Hindus that how 
could the sovereign state of Pakistan 
call upon one or more Muslim states to 
come to Pakistan and compromise its 
sovereignty in the process. He counter-
questioned by asking that could Iran 
allow itself to be ruled by Turkey or 
Iraq by Saudi Arabia? On the contrary, 
he assured the Indians that Pakistan 
would guard the north-western side of 
the subcontinent and hoped that Hindu 
India would guard its southern and 
western frontiers, and concluded the 

argument by stating: “We join together 
as good friends and neighbors and say 
to the world : hands off India.”

Despite his solemn pledges of 
goodwill, the Hindus contend that 
Jinnah could not have got his Pakistan 
without the British support. Such 
allegation has been quite common 
among the critics of partition but so 
far no one has been able to produce 
an iota of historical evidence to make 
this allegation stand on its feet. The 
authors have tried to debunk this myth 
by an analysis of the comments and 
statements of the British politicians 
and statesmen, who actively remained 
involved with the Indian affairs in 
Britain and the subcontinent. For 
example, to the Secretary of State for 
India, Lord Zetland, the demand of 
Pakistan was nothing more than ‘a silly 
scheme’ or ‘a counsel of despair’, while 
his successor Amery had ‘insuperable 
objections to Pakistan.’ Mountbatten’s 
predecessor, Lord Wavell was a 
staunch believer in the geographical 
unity of India whereas the guideline 
given to the last Viceroy by the British 
government was to “obtain a unitary 
government for British India and 
the Indian states, if possible within 
the British Commonwealth.” That 
is why he tried hard to prevail upon 
Jinnah to accept the Cabinet Mission 
Plan. Even, the last Secretary of State 
Pethic-Lawrence and the then British 
Premier Atlee had also no soft corner 
for Jinnah while the British press, 
too, on the whole was opposed to the 
creation of Pakistan. With such heavy 
odds stacked against one man, Jinnah 
old in age, frail in body and terminally 
ill, the materialization of the idea of 
a Muslim homeland from a piece of 
paper to a reality seems to be the result 
of the strength of the man’s character 
and indefatigable willpower.

(The writer is an academic and 
journalist. He can be reached at 

qizilbash2000@yahoo.com)

S
yed Najmul 
Hassan Bukhari is 
a veteran lawyer. 
He is an alumnus 
of the Aligarh 
Muslim University 
where his father 

Syed Faqir Hussain Bukhari was 
a professor of English (later at 
Islamia College, Railway Road, 
Lahore). Literature and travel 
being his favourite pastimes, 
Bukhari has lately published three 
books in a row viz., Hai America! 
(travelogue), Hello America – 
ello Pakistan! (HHello Pakistan! 
(travelogue) and Mazameen-
o-Maktoobat-e-Bukhari which 
amply testify to his writing skills 
also.  

The present book is seemingly 
designed as an autobiography 
(or a quasi one!) touching only 
certain men, matters and events 
bearing on its author’s life in 
different ways but void of any 
chronological reference. Thus it 
looks like a narrative, proximating 
to memoirs --- sprouting from the 
author’s recollections buried in 
his memory --- that have blurred 
in the course of time.

Noted scholar, writer and 
poet Allama Zia Hussain Zia has 
recorded the flap of the book. 
According to him Bukhari writes 
in a fluent but natural style 
reminiscent of another eminent 
Alig Rashid Ahmad Siddiqui’s. 
In the preface, the writer 
attributes the book to the reputed 

educationist and litterateur Prof. 
Ghulam Rasul Tanvir’s insistent 
motivation to compose the 
memoirs of his observations and 
experiences as a lawyer for the 
benefit of the readers.

At the very outset the writer 
clarifies that he had studied 
law actually to understand and 
realize his rights and duties as a 
citizen and that his choice of the 
legal profession as a career was 
secondary to this consideration. 
His education (M.Sc., LL.B.) at 
Aligarh was a rich blend of an 
ideal academic as well as cultural 
activity.

The early post-Independence 
period (1948) saw Bukhari 
enter the premises of the local 
district courts in Lyallpur (now 
Faisalabad) to take on the 
mantle of a lawyer. He became 
apprentice to a leading criminal 
law practitioner of those days 
Khawaja Ghulam Hussain. The 
incompatibility of his calling as a 
criminal lawyer with his personal 
code of ethics forced him to lay 
down the robes as such and swing 
to the practice of civil law that he 
pursued for the rest of his career.

Apart from narrating his 
personal experiences in the 
district courts, the writer has 
also included in the book 
pen sketches of some of his 
contemporaries in the profession 
as also some officers in the district 
administration with whom he 
had had interaction during 
the course of his professional 
engagements. Prominent among 

them are Mir Abdul Qayyum, Ch. 
Muhammad Sharif Chohan, Ch. 
Siraj Din Nagra, Ch. Karam Elahi, 
Syed Sardar Muhammad Hasni 
Shah, Ch. Ghulam Mohyuddin, 
Agha Ghazanfar Ali Khan, Ch. 
Muhammad Zafarullah Khan, 
Bar-at-Law, Mehr Muhammad 
Sadiq, Ch. Aziz-ud-Din, Khan 
Bashiruddin Khan, Syed 
Muhammad Aslam Shah, 
Ch. Mukhtar Ahmad, Sh. 
Abdul Aziz and Sh. Nasim 
Akhgar (lawyers); Ch. 
Dost Muhammad and Ch. 
Muhammad Abdullah 
(lawyers’ clerks); Ghulam 
Rasul Khaliq Qureshi 
(editor, Lyallpur Akhbar); 
Rahmat Qureshi (orderly to 
district & sessions judge); 
Syed Muhammad Qasim 
Rizvi, Muhammad Shafi-
ul-Azam, Ahmad Khan 
Tareen and G.M. Sikander 
(deputy commissioners); 
Khan Najaf Khan and 
Kh. Masrur Hussain 
(police superintendents) 
and Kh. Habib Ali, Syed 
Fazal Hussain Shah, Ch. 
Muhammad Khalil Bhatti, 
Syed Ali Raza Naqvi, Syed 
Abdul Maajid, Muhammad 
Iqbal Minhas and  Syed 
Tajammul Abbas (PCS).

In the penultimate 
chapter of the book, the 
author describes the city of 
Lyallpur in its first (ideal), 
second (decline) and third 
(developing) phases. In 
the last chapter he gives 

details (like syllabus, sketches of 
teachers and other recollections 
tinged with nostalgia) pertaining 
to the period of his studies in law 
at the Aligarh Muslim University.

The book bears a fair imprint 
of its author’s personality. It is 
readable, being interesting and 
informative. 
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co-workers. Donald Rumsfeld, for instance, features 
very heavily through-out the book, with the Vulcan in 
consideration never passing an opportunity to throw 
his fiery glance at the-then Secretary of Defence – with 
no ill-intentions, of course. Of course.

Moving on, in the first four chapters of the book, 
the author continues to present his take on the 
happenings inside Bush’s Defence Department – 
and beyond – before the fatal 9/11 attacks. The fifth 
chapter, entitled conclusively “9/11” sees a similar 
kind of turn take place in the book as the attacks on 
the World Trade Center saw take place in the global 
political scenario back in 2001. The four chapters 
following the fifth contain Zakheim’s well-informed 
insider’s account of the consequences of the attacks 
on the American administration as well as global 
politics – the seventh chapter called “The Pakistan 
Conundrum” makes for an honourable mention in this 
regard. The appearance of the tenth chapter declares 
the arrival of another highlight of the War on Terror 
– the American administration begins “Gearing up for 
Iraq” and “Losing Focus on Afghanistan”.

It is from this point onwards that the book “shows 
its true colours” so to speak. The Comptroller in 
Zakheim presents an extremely well-detailed study on 
the adverse economic impacts put by the USA’s War in 
Iraq on that in Afghanistan, while the Vulcan in him 
keeps us informed of all the “gossip” on the inside of 
the Bush administration. Whether the complete truth 
or not, we cannot say. But the much Zakheim tells us 
has a solid backing from facts and primary sources – 
all referred to by the author – which only improves his 
status as the insider in this case. For anyone wishing 
to understand exactly why the War in Afghanistan has 
turned into a seemingly endless “crusade” – to use 
the former US President’s words – described only too 
well by the metaphor of the white elephant, this is the 
book to read. Dov Zakheim’s tale-cum-study – as it is 
both anecdotal as well as rigorously researched –takes 
us behind the curtains of the stage; to the factors that 
really controlled the headlines. And the only sad part 
is that it has to end.

Zakheim takes us just as far as April 2004, up 
till the day he separated himself from George Bush’s 
administration. The half a decade that he covers in 
this in-depth study is fueled both by his personal 
experiences and important documents – something 
that makes his book a highly reliable research work on 
the War on Terror. And all this from the perspective 
of a man who himself was very much a part of it. We 
owe some kudos to Zakheim – for highlighting his 
achievements yet never forgetting to own his flaws.



W
hen an 
o v e r -
loaded bus 
c a r r y i n g 
1 0 2 

school-children from a 
Faisalabad institution 

plunged down a 
deep ravine on the curving 
motorway near the Kallar 
Kahar hills, the entire 
nation was stunned by the 
tragedy. 38 lives–including 
the school principal, the 
driver and the conductor 
of the bus–were lost in this 
accident.  And as is the case 
when one is confronted 
with the 
helplessness 
that follows 
such tragedy, 
most people’s 
reaction was to 
offer prayers, 
spare a thought 
for the families 
of the deceased 
and then move 
on with their 
lives, albeit 
going about 
ordinary affairs 
a tad bit more subdued.  
Yet, this grisly accident was 
to a large extent preventable, 
which is why we must not 
write it off as a fated accident, 
or just another cruel twist of 
fate. Providence cannot be 
held solely responsible for this 
incident as human actions 
had an equally large part to 
play. It is our responsibility 
to try and understand the 
reasons this happened and 
channelise our efforts into 
ensuring that such an incident 
never happens again. We owe 
it to the children who attend 
similar so-called Affordable 
Private Schools (APS), and 
are at a similar or even greater 
risk.

Immediately following the 
accident, the DCO Faisalabad 
was seen on the TV ordering 
an inquiry, which would 
identify the culprits and 
punish them. Without doubt, 
he will successfully apportion 
the blame by finding himself 
some suitable ‘culprits’ who 
he’ll parade before the nation 
before punishing, and then 
speedily close the case with a 
secret sigh of relief.  And then 
we will forget all about this 
unfortunate incident until 
another such bus overturns 
and more children [and 
adults] die. After which the 
same cycle of events will be 

repeated ad infinitum.
We live in a country in 

which over 40% schools are, 
like the school in question, 
private schools. This school 
seems to fit the profile of 
what some policy analysts 
call the Affordable Private 

Schools(APS)or the Low 
Fees Private Schools(LFPS). 
Glowing tributes are paid 
to these schools for being 
efficient and delivering more 
bang for the buck. Well, here 
is one such deadly bang just 
delivered to the families of 
the deceased children. Many 
influential policy pundits 
argue vehemently against 
regulating these schools. 
These policy specialist believe 
that regulating transactions 
between free and autonomous 
agents in a free market is not 
a good idea as the market 
logic should hold supreme.  
But as is evident in this case, 
the market clearly failed in 
ensuring that adequate safety 
standards are followed by 
both the private schools and 
the private bus service.  This 
is just one gory example of the 
absence of regulation in both 
the affordable public school 
(APS) and the affordable 
transport service (ATS) 
markets.

Let us take a look at the ATS 
first.  In Pakistan, there are 
also several not so affordable 
services, such as the Daewoo 
Bus Service (DBS) and other 
similar services. DBS is an 
expensive service that – from 
my personal experience– is 
superior even to those old 
Greyhounds in the United 

States. Personally, I am not 
in favour of nationalizing 
all public transport - If I can 
afford it, I should be able to 
travel in whatever manner 
I wish. The problem is that 
this ‘choice’ is a mere illusion 
for less 

advantaged people. The only 
choice they have is between 
X service and Y service, both 
of which have absolutely no 
incentive to maintain safety 
standards as long as they offer 
cheap prices and take on more 
travellers who they know can’t 
afford safer options. And 
this is precisely where the 
importance of regulation is so 
palpable. 

That we live in a society 
where safety and security are 
dependent on ones income 
bracket is appalling. For 
the majority of the country, 
living in a country where one 
can be assured of these very 
basic rights is akin to living 
in a utopia.  A utopia where 
there is a detailed list of safety 
standards, and someone with 
the constitutional authority to 
enforce them.  A utopia which 
doesn’t permit people to drive 
without a properly earned 
driving license. Where car 
manufacturers, regardless of 
the wealth of the consumers, 
need to adhere to the safety 
standards. Where automobiles 
are recalled if a safety hazard 
was discovered in them even 
after they were sold. Where 
consumers are compensated 
if the producer of a good [or 
provider of a service] is unable 
to deliver the goods/services 
in ways that protected their 
legal rights.  

In Pakistan, however, 
safety is a luxury. As one of my 
aviator friends remarked to me 
today: “Just by seeing pictures 
of the bus wreckage, we can 
easily make out it was not a 
big collision, the bus [simply] 

overturned at 
high speed. Since 
the bus shell was 
not designed 
properly with 
no roll cage, no 
seat belts, no 
safety structure, 

the hapless occupants got 
crushed… Bus construction is 
a cottage industry in Lahore 
and Gujranwala which is light 
years away from the very 
basic modern standards of 
safety and technology - all it 
takes here is some iron bars 
and a welding torch to build 
a bus. No license regulation, 
no driver tests, no safety 
instructions.” All this rings 
eerily true yet this is not an 
issue which is being discussed 
by the powers that be in the 
provincial and federal capitals 
of Pakistan.  They are too 
busy hunting for a ‘culprit,’ a 
scapegoat, if you will, who will 
most probably be the school 
proprietor or the bus owner 
or some other from the same 
set/class of people. 

Incidentally, I recently 
discovered the existence 
of a Pakistan Automobile 
Manufacturers Association.  
Visit its website and you will 
find it filled with the pictures 
of the four-wheelers that its 
esteemed members produce.  
The association consists of 
18 members and includes, 
among others, companies 
such as Pak Suzuki Motors, 
Indus Motor Co., Honda 
Atlas, Sigma Motors, Hinopak 
motors, and Ghandara Nissan. 
This website of PAMA has 
a page on safety and quality 
standards for the two wheelers 
and the three wheelers. Yes, 
that’s all, only for the two and 
three wheelers! Apart from 
the PAMA, Pakistan also has 
a publicly funded authority 
to enforce quality standards.  
It’s called Standards and 
Quality Control Authority 
(SQCA) and it works directly 
under the Ministry of Science 

and Technology.  But it is 
not clear if this authority 
exercises any jurisdiction on 
the cottage industry of body 
makers that makes the ATS 
in Pakistan ticks.  My hunch 
is that this cottage industry 
has never appeared on the 
agenda of regulators such 
as SQCA.  I wonder exactly 
what, if anything, is on their 
agenda.  This is what happens 
when a country does not 
have a robust public domain 
which does its job, which 

is first and foremost, the 
protection of public interest.  
Why should we not blame 
PAMA or SQCA or, broadly 
speaking, the state itself for 
not adequately protecting the 
public interest, and hold them 
directly responsible for the 
loss of 38 precious lives. The 
PM, the president, the CM and 
the governor of Punjab should 
go a step further than simply 
expressing their grief.  They 
should openly acknowledge 
the failure of the state in the 
latest tragedy

Let us now turn to the 
Affordable Public Schools.  
The ATS market is perhaps 
hardly different from the 
other ‘dynamic market’ 
that many of our economist 
friends advocate as a response 
to the formidable problem 
of universalising education 
in Pakistan, the Affordable 
Private Schools (APS) market.  
While they may be right and 
the APS may very well be one 
such solution to the problem, 
they too are, like the bus 
body makers of Pakistan, 
unregulated entities.  They 
may be producing slightly 
better results in math, science, 
and reading but are they also 
protecting public interest 
within the realm of education? 
It is very difficult to answer 
this question in the affirmative 
when we know that the poor 
parents have a similar sham 
choice that customers have 
when boarding a bus run 
by an affordable transport 
provider. This gory accident 
was certainly a result of a 
transaction between these 
two [unregulated] private 
providers in the ‘free’ market, 
the ATS and the APS.06
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The dangers of an unregulated market are evident if one probes into circumstances leading 
up to the hair-raising accident of a school bus near Kallar Kahar

‘Bus construction is 
a cottage industry in 
Lahore and Gujranwala 

which is light years away from even 
the very basic modern standards of 
safety and technology - all it takes 
here is some iron bars and a welding 
torch to build a bus. No license 

regulation, no driver tests, no 
safety instructions’

Affordable, but at what cost?

By Irfan Muzaffar

D
ealing with the loss of a dear 
one – one who has touched a 
myriad of chords over the years 
– is undoubtedly one of the most 
grueling acts of life. And when 

that individual is an emblem of our nation’s 
ethos and the pride of a people, the loss is all 
the more prodigious. The demise of Steve Jobs 
last week was one such ‘national tragedy’. In a 
recently conducted multi-pronged survey, we 
shared the grief of the inconsolable crowds…

“Steve Jobs was my hero. He taught me the 
true meaning of life,” gushed a teenager, who 
just recently hit the line of credit on her dad’s 
eighth credit card in three days. “I mean the 
man deserves a big tribute” she proclaimed 
earnestly on her father’s Facebook wall, “I have 
decided to play my part by buying iPhone 4S in 
all three available capacities on October 14 and 
do the same with future generations of iPhones,” 
demonstrating her complete grasp over the 
lesson learnt from Jobs.

“Before Jobs a phone could, at best, send an 
email,” claimed a middle-aged businessman, 
while dictating a personal SMS for his secretary 
to type for him. “He has definitely changed 
the meaning of bananas.” he added, much to 
the astonishment of his secretary. Hey, we all 
jumble up facts, but it’s the sentiment that 
counts! However the most momentous tributes 
came from those who – like this scribe – had 
never owned an iPhone. “I feel like crying… You 
have no idea how his death has affected me as an 
individual and as an active part of the society,” 
claimed one such man, flicking through news 
channels broadcasting updates pertaining to 
U.S-Pak relations, the Haqqani network debate 
and dengue and flood victims. It is heartening to 
note that the death’s effect caters far and wide.

The Facebook tributes were justifiably 
overwhelming. One thread saw a group of 
friends brawling over who amongst the trio 
was the more ardent fan of Steve ‘Johns’.  (We 
all make a typo or two a day, so what if the trio 
managed fifty odd in about ten minutes) Another 
wall-post began an onslaught of comments as 
the warfare to determine whose life was more 
profoundly affected by Jobs’ death, heated 
up. It started off with a few “R.I.P Steve Jobs” 
exclamations, followed by the overused *sad 
emoticon* which gradually progressed to “OMG 
I can’t believe this” cries followed by a billion 
exclamations and the incessantly used *crying 
emoticon*. But the debate began to simmer once 
the ‘who owns/has owned the most iPhones, 
iPods and iPads’ argument took off, followed by 
the contest of ‘who amongst the fellows was the 
first to own an iPhone’. The earliest claims went 
as far back as autumn of 2004. Nevertheless 
the last comment – the only comment from the 
person who should now justly be acclaimed as 
the winner of the aforementioned championship 
– made an assertion of the summer of 2002, 
with Jobs’ signature to boot.

The creator of the post – already emotionally 
shattered by Jobs’ bereavement – assured 
himself that he had triumphed in the exclamation 
marks contest instead and decided to erase the 
post and restricted to limited profile and blocked 
those who commented on his post, depending 
on who stood where in the race for glory. The 
winner of course was blocked and reported for 
spam. These are heartrending scenes from a 
country drenched in sorrow.

What made Steve Jobs’ untimely departure 
all the more exacerbating was the fact that he 

wasn’t merely an 
idol for the people, 
but he was in fact 
the solution to all 
our quandaries. 
The Sharif Brothers 
have claimed that 
Jobs was the secret 
weapon they had in 
store for 2013 and 
that it was actually 
the Rehman Malik 
A p p l e - B a n a n a 
debacle that caused 
the ailment. While 
orchestrating the 
l o a d - s h e d d i n g 
rallies, Nawaz pulled 
no punches against 
the Government but 
it was the allegation 
against Malik that 
was the real dagger 
in their hearts. 
However when 
Shaukat Basra, 
Dr Fakharruddin 
Chaudhry and 
co. riposted by 
claiming that the 
Sharif Brothers 
were actually trying 
to avert attention 
from their failure 
to control dengue 
in Punjab, Nawaz 
Sharif broke the 
ice by informing 
us that the a new 
iOS application 
tentatively called 
iRepel was on the 
verge of completion 
before Rehman 
Malik’s utterances 
upset the ‘applecart’. 
PPP have however 
rubbished the claims and has asserted that Steve 
Jobs-Bhutto was an integral part of their own 
political future.

Steve Jobs was also among those in the 
shortlist for the fulltime coach of our national 
cricket team, a source close to former PCB 
Chairman Ijaz Butt has claimed. An undercover 
cricketing mastermind, Jobs would’ve pressed 
all the right buttons and brought a multitude 
of applications to the fore. Another word on the 
streets is that it was the news that Mohsin Hasan 
Khan was appointed the Pakistani coach that did 
Jobs. Since the two news flashes were separated 
by a matter of hours, who would question that 
claim?   With the news – that Mohsin Khan was 
merely an interim coach and the permanent post 
is still up for grabs – not reaching the deceased 
in time, Jobs was clearly disturbed by not being 
able to rectify the hand and iCoordination of our 
batsmen and by the bloodcurdling prospect of 
witnessing our young cricketers find their own 
Reena Roys. 

And just like the aftermath of Bob Woolmer’s 
death in 2007, Junaid Jamshed has claimed that 
Shaheed Steve Jobs’ efforts will not go in vain 
– ensuring that PPP added Shaheed with Steve 
Jobs-Bhutto in their 2013 election manifesto 
– and that he is currently supervising fielding 
practice sessions, with Woolmer, in heaven. The 
clergy however doubt if Jobs would actually get 
access to heaven, considering the history over 
there with apples.     

As an incurable patriot it hurts me to see 

the nation suffering on 
so many different levels, 
following the passing away 
of such an iconic figure. 
We bravely dealt with the 
recent deaths of Irshad 
Ahmed Haqani, Moin 
Akhtar, Salman Taseer, 
Syed Saleem Shahzad to 
name a few, but parting 
with Steve Jobs was too 
strong a blow. This just 
broke our back completely.

While discussing the 
matter with my close friend 
Wali – who can be quite 
sardonic at times – he 
claimed that a lot of people 
in this country need jobs, 
and Steve was probably the 
last kind that they needed. 
He also maintained that 
we have bowed down to 
materialism and have 
problems gauging the significance of personnel 
citing the fact that Irshad Ahmed Haqani’s 
Namaz-e-Janaza had a turn up of a couple of 
hundred people, whereas Arif Amiruddin’s – 
alias Tipu Truckanwala; a renowned under-
world figure – had thousands crowded to the last 
rites, on the very same day. I thought about his 
utterances and came to the conclusion that it’s 
no wonder Wali doesn’t have any friends!

I decidedly tried to reassure him that Jobs’ 

death was reminiscent of Quaid-e-Azam’s 
death in terms of the repercussions and how 
the nation has lost competent leadership at the 
most inopportune time. His reply sounded like a 
quotation of sorts: 

“Few individuals significantly dent the 
bank accounts of acquiescing fathers. Fewer 
still modify so many Facebook display pictures 
in unison. Hardly anyone can be credited with 
creating an apple. Steve Jobs did all three.”

 Do you get it? Because iDont.  

Steve Job’s demise seems to have assumed the proportions of some national calamity, revealing our absurd 
priorities in life…

As an incurable patriot it hurts me 
to see the nation suffering on so 
many different levels…We bravely 
dealt with the recent deaths of 
Irshad Ahmed Haqani, Moin Akhtar, 
Salman Taseer, Syed Saleem 
Shahzad to name a few, but parting 
with Steve Jobs was too strong a 
blow

iDon’t get it

by Kunwar Khuldune Shahid



W
hen an 
o v e r -
loaded bus 
c a r r y i n g 
1 0 2 

school-children from a 
Faisalabad institution 

plunged down a 
deep ravine on the curving 
motorway near the Kallar 
Kahar hills, the entire 
nation was stunned by the 
tragedy. 38 lives–including 
the school principal, the 
driver and the conductor 
of the bus–were lost in this 
accident.  And as is the case 
when one is confronted 
with the 
helplessness 
that follows 
such tragedy, 
most people’s 
reaction was to 
offer prayers, 
spare a thought 
for the families 
of the deceased 
and then move 
on with their 
lives, albeit 
going about 
ordinary affairs 
a tad bit more subdued.  
Yet, this grisly accident was 
to a large extent preventable, 
which is why we must not 
write it off as a fated accident, 
or just another cruel twist of 
fate. Providence cannot be 
held solely responsible for this 
incident as human actions 
had an equally large part to 
play. It is our responsibility 
to try and understand the 
reasons this happened and 
channelise our efforts into 
ensuring that such an incident 
never happens again. We owe 
it to the children who attend 
similar so-called Affordable 
Private Schools (APS), and 
are at a similar or even greater 
risk.

Immediately following the 
accident, the DCO Faisalabad 
was seen on the TV ordering 
an inquiry, which would 
identify the culprits and 
punish them. Without doubt, 
he will successfully apportion 
the blame by finding himself 
some suitable ‘culprits’ who 
he’ll parade before the nation 
before punishing, and then 
speedily close the case with a 
secret sigh of relief.  And then 
we will forget all about this 
unfortunate incident until 
another such bus overturns 
and more children [and 
adults] die. After which the 
same cycle of events will be 

repeated ad infinitum.
We live in a country in 

which over 40% schools are, 
like the school in question, 
private schools. This school 
seems to fit the profile of 
what some policy analysts 
call the Affordable Private 

Schools(APS)or the Low 
Fees Private Schools(LFPS). 
Glowing tributes are paid 
to these schools for being 
efficient and delivering more 
bang for the buck. Well, here 
is one such deadly bang just 
delivered to the families of 
the deceased children. Many 
influential policy pundits 
argue vehemently against 
regulating these schools. 
These policy specialist believe 
that regulating transactions 
between free and autonomous 
agents in a free market is not 
a good idea as the market 
logic should hold supreme.  
But as is evident in this case, 
the market clearly failed in 
ensuring that adequate safety 
standards are followed by 
both the private schools and 
the private bus service.  This 
is just one gory example of the 
absence of regulation in both 
the affordable public school 
(APS) and the affordable 
transport service (ATS) 
markets.

Let us take a look at the ATS 
first.  In Pakistan, there are 
also several not so affordable 
services, such as the Daewoo 
Bus Service (DBS) and other 
similar services. DBS is an 
expensive service that – from 
my personal experience– is 
superior even to those old 
Greyhounds in the United 

States. Personally, I am not 
in favour of nationalizing 
all public transport - If I can 
afford it, I should be able to 
travel in whatever manner 
I wish. The problem is that 
this ‘choice’ is a mere illusion 
for less 

advantaged people. The only 
choice they have is between 
X service and Y service, both 
of which have absolutely no 
incentive to maintain safety 
standards as long as they offer 
cheap prices and take on more 
travellers who they know can’t 
afford safer options. And 
this is precisely where the 
importance of regulation is so 
palpable. 

That we live in a society 
where safety and security are 
dependent on ones income 
bracket is appalling. For 
the majority of the country, 
living in a country where one 
can be assured of these very 
basic rights is akin to living 
in a utopia.  A utopia where 
there is a detailed list of safety 
standards, and someone with 
the constitutional authority to 
enforce them.  A utopia which 
doesn’t permit people to drive 
without a properly earned 
driving license. Where car 
manufacturers, regardless of 
the wealth of the consumers, 
need to adhere to the safety 
standards. Where automobiles 
are recalled if a safety hazard 
was discovered in them even 
after they were sold. Where 
consumers are compensated 
if the producer of a good [or 
provider of a service] is unable 
to deliver the goods/services 
in ways that protected their 
legal rights.  

In Pakistan, however, 
safety is a luxury. As one of my 
aviator friends remarked to me 
today: “Just by seeing pictures 
of the bus wreckage, we can 
easily make out it was not a 
big collision, the bus [simply] 

overturned at 
high speed. Since 
the bus shell was 
not designed 
properly with 
no roll cage, no 
seat belts, no 
safety structure, 

the hapless occupants got 
crushed… Bus construction is 
a cottage industry in Lahore 
and Gujranwala which is light 
years away from the very 
basic modern standards of 
safety and technology - all it 
takes here is some iron bars 
and a welding torch to build 
a bus. No license regulation, 
no driver tests, no safety 
instructions.” All this rings 
eerily true yet this is not an 
issue which is being discussed 
by the powers that be in the 
provincial and federal capitals 
of Pakistan.  They are too 
busy hunting for a ‘culprit,’ a 
scapegoat, if you will, who will 
most probably be the school 
proprietor or the bus owner 
or some other from the same 
set/class of people. 

Incidentally, I recently 
discovered the existence 
of a Pakistan Automobile 
Manufacturers Association.  
Visit its website and you will 
find it filled with the pictures 
of the four-wheelers that its 
esteemed members produce.  
The association consists of 
18 members and includes, 
among others, companies 
such as Pak Suzuki Motors, 
Indus Motor Co., Honda 
Atlas, Sigma Motors, Hinopak 
motors, and Ghandara Nissan. 
This website of PAMA has 
a page on safety and quality 
standards for the two wheelers 
and the three wheelers. Yes, 
that’s all, only for the two and 
three wheelers! Apart from 
the PAMA, Pakistan also has 
a publicly funded authority 
to enforce quality standards.  
It’s called Standards and 
Quality Control Authority 
(SQCA) and it works directly 
under the Ministry of Science 

and Technology.  But it is 
not clear if this authority 
exercises any jurisdiction on 
the cottage industry of body 
makers that makes the ATS 
in Pakistan ticks.  My hunch 
is that this cottage industry 
has never appeared on the 
agenda of regulators such 
as SQCA.  I wonder exactly 
what, if anything, is on their 
agenda.  This is what happens 
when a country does not 
have a robust public domain 
which does its job, which 

is first and foremost, the 
protection of public interest.  
Why should we not blame 
PAMA or SQCA or, broadly 
speaking, the state itself for 
not adequately protecting the 
public interest, and hold them 
directly responsible for the 
loss of 38 precious lives. The 
PM, the president, the CM and 
the governor of Punjab should 
go a step further than simply 
expressing their grief.  They 
should openly acknowledge 
the failure of the state in the 
latest tragedy

Let us now turn to the 
Affordable Public Schools.  
The ATS market is perhaps 
hardly different from the 
other ‘dynamic market’ 
that many of our economist 
friends advocate as a response 
to the formidable problem 
of universalising education 
in Pakistan, the Affordable 
Private Schools (APS) market.  
While they may be right and 
the APS may very well be one 
such solution to the problem, 
they too are, like the bus 
body makers of Pakistan, 
unregulated entities.  They 
may be producing slightly 
better results in math, science, 
and reading but are they also 
protecting public interest 
within the realm of education? 
It is very difficult to answer 
this question in the affirmative 
when we know that the poor 
parents have a similar sham 
choice that customers have 
when boarding a bus run 
by an affordable transport 
provider. This gory accident 
was certainly a result of a 
transaction between these 
two [unregulated] private 
providers in the ‘free’ market, 
the ATS and the APS.06
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The dangers of an unregulated market are evident if one probes into circumstances leading 
up to the hair-raising accident of a school bus near Kallar Kahar

‘Bus construction is 
a cottage industry in 
Lahore and Gujranwala 

which is light years away from even 
the very basic modern standards of 
safety and technology - all it takes 
here is some iron bars and a welding 
torch to build a bus. No license 

regulation, no driver tests, no 
safety instructions’

Affordable, but at what cost?

By Irfan Muzaffar

D
ealing with the loss of a dear 
one – one who has touched a 
myriad of chords over the years 
– is undoubtedly one of the most 
grueling acts of life. And when 

that individual is an emblem of our nation’s 
ethos and the pride of a people, the loss is all 
the more prodigious. The demise of Steve Jobs 
last week was one such ‘national tragedy’. In a 
recently conducted multi-pronged survey, we 
shared the grief of the inconsolable crowds…

“Steve Jobs was my hero. He taught me the 
true meaning of life,” gushed a teenager, who 
just recently hit the line of credit on her dad’s 
eighth credit card in three days. “I mean the 
man deserves a big tribute” she proclaimed 
earnestly on her father’s Facebook wall, “I have 
decided to play my part by buying iPhone 4S in 
all three available capacities on October 14 and 
do the same with future generations of iPhones,” 
demonstrating her complete grasp over the 
lesson learnt from Jobs.

“Before Jobs a phone could, at best, send an 
email,” claimed a middle-aged businessman, 
while dictating a personal SMS for his secretary 
to type for him. “He has definitely changed 
the meaning of bananas.” he added, much to 
the astonishment of his secretary. Hey, we all 
jumble up facts, but it’s the sentiment that 
counts! However the most momentous tributes 
came from those who – like this scribe – had 
never owned an iPhone. “I feel like crying… You 
have no idea how his death has affected me as an 
individual and as an active part of the society,” 
claimed one such man, flicking through news 
channels broadcasting updates pertaining to 
U.S-Pak relations, the Haqqani network debate 
and dengue and flood victims. It is heartening to 
note that the death’s effect caters far and wide.

The Facebook tributes were justifiably 
overwhelming. One thread saw a group of 
friends brawling over who amongst the trio 
was the more ardent fan of Steve ‘Johns’.  (We 
all make a typo or two a day, so what if the trio 
managed fifty odd in about ten minutes) Another 
wall-post began an onslaught of comments as 
the warfare to determine whose life was more 
profoundly affected by Jobs’ death, heated 
up. It started off with a few “R.I.P Steve Jobs” 
exclamations, followed by the overused *sad 
emoticon* which gradually progressed to “OMG 
I can’t believe this” cries followed by a billion 
exclamations and the incessantly used *crying 
emoticon*. But the debate began to simmer once 
the ‘who owns/has owned the most iPhones, 
iPods and iPads’ argument took off, followed by 
the contest of ‘who amongst the fellows was the 
first to own an iPhone’. The earliest claims went 
as far back as autumn of 2004. Nevertheless 
the last comment – the only comment from the 
person who should now justly be acclaimed as 
the winner of the aforementioned championship 
– made an assertion of the summer of 2002, 
with Jobs’ signature to boot.

The creator of the post – already emotionally 
shattered by Jobs’ bereavement – assured 
himself that he had triumphed in the exclamation 
marks contest instead and decided to erase the 
post and restricted to limited profile and blocked 
those who commented on his post, depending 
on who stood where in the race for glory. The 
winner of course was blocked and reported for 
spam. These are heartrending scenes from a 
country drenched in sorrow.

What made Steve Jobs’ untimely departure 
all the more exacerbating was the fact that he 

wasn’t merely an 
idol for the people, 
but he was in fact 
the solution to all 
our quandaries. 
The Sharif Brothers 
have claimed that 
Jobs was the secret 
weapon they had in 
store for 2013 and 
that it was actually 
the Rehman Malik 
A p p l e - B a n a n a 
debacle that caused 
the ailment. While 
orchestrating the 
l o a d - s h e d d i n g 
rallies, Nawaz pulled 
no punches against 
the Government but 
it was the allegation 
against Malik that 
was the real dagger 
in their hearts. 
However when 
Shaukat Basra, 
Dr Fakharruddin 
Chaudhry and 
co. riposted by 
claiming that the 
Sharif Brothers 
were actually trying 
to avert attention 
from their failure 
to control dengue 
in Punjab, Nawaz 
Sharif broke the 
ice by informing 
us that the a new 
iOS application 
tentatively called 
iRepel was on the 
verge of completion 
before Rehman 
Malik’s utterances 
upset the ‘applecart’. 
PPP have however 
rubbished the claims and has asserted that Steve 
Jobs-Bhutto was an integral part of their own 
political future.

Steve Jobs was also among those in the 
shortlist for the fulltime coach of our national 
cricket team, a source close to former PCB 
Chairman Ijaz Butt has claimed. An undercover 
cricketing mastermind, Jobs would’ve pressed 
all the right buttons and brought a multitude 
of applications to the fore. Another word on the 
streets is that it was the news that Mohsin Hasan 
Khan was appointed the Pakistani coach that did 
Jobs. Since the two news flashes were separated 
by a matter of hours, who would question that 
claim?   With the news – that Mohsin Khan was 
merely an interim coach and the permanent post 
is still up for grabs – not reaching the deceased 
in time, Jobs was clearly disturbed by not being 
able to rectify the hand and iCoordination of our 
batsmen and by the bloodcurdling prospect of 
witnessing our young cricketers find their own 
Reena Roys. 

And just like the aftermath of Bob Woolmer’s 
death in 2007, Junaid Jamshed has claimed that 
Shaheed Steve Jobs’ efforts will not go in vain 
– ensuring that PPP added Shaheed with Steve 
Jobs-Bhutto in their 2013 election manifesto 
– and that he is currently supervising fielding 
practice sessions, with Woolmer, in heaven. The 
clergy however doubt if Jobs would actually get 
access to heaven, considering the history over 
there with apples.     

As an incurable patriot it hurts me to see 

the nation suffering on 
so many different levels, 
following the passing away 
of such an iconic figure. 
We bravely dealt with the 
recent deaths of Irshad 
Ahmed Haqani, Moin 
Akhtar, Salman Taseer, 
Syed Saleem Shahzad to 
name a few, but parting 
with Steve Jobs was too 
strong a blow. This just 
broke our back completely.

While discussing the 
matter with my close friend 
Wali – who can be quite 
sardonic at times – he 
claimed that a lot of people 
in this country need jobs, 
and Steve was probably the 
last kind that they needed. 
He also maintained that 
we have bowed down to 
materialism and have 
problems gauging the significance of personnel 
citing the fact that Irshad Ahmed Haqani’s 
Namaz-e-Janaza had a turn up of a couple of 
hundred people, whereas Arif Amiruddin’s – 
alias Tipu Truckanwala; a renowned under-
world figure – had thousands crowded to the last 
rites, on the very same day. I thought about his 
utterances and came to the conclusion that it’s 
no wonder Wali doesn’t have any friends!

I decidedly tried to reassure him that Jobs’ 

death was reminiscent of Quaid-e-Azam’s 
death in terms of the repercussions and how 
the nation has lost competent leadership at the 
most inopportune time. His reply sounded like a 
quotation of sorts: 

“Few individuals significantly dent the 
bank accounts of acquiescing fathers. Fewer 
still modify so many Facebook display pictures 
in unison. Hardly anyone can be credited with 
creating an apple. Steve Jobs did all three.”

 Do you get it? Because iDont.  

Steve Job’s demise seems to have assumed the proportions of some national calamity, revealing our absurd 
priorities in life…

As an incurable patriot it hurts me 
to see the nation suffering on so 
many different levels…We bravely 
dealt with the recent deaths of 
Irshad Ahmed Haqani, Moin Akhtar, 
Salman Taseer, Syed Saleem 
Shahzad to name a few, but parting 
with Steve Jobs was too strong a 
blow

iDon’t get it

by Kunwar Khuldune Shahid



Sunday, 16 October, 2011the review
2 PTCL: A case for re-nationalisation    6 Affordable, but at w

hat cost?

Illustrated &
 D

esigned by Babur Saghir

A cursory glance at some of the contemporary Pharaohs of our land might be helpful in understanding the myriad plagues 
assailing us and why the ordinary citizen goes about wearing such a sand-bagged and despondent expression

Continued on page 8

Asif Ali Zardari
This broadly grinning gentleman’s lofty 

status rests, as everyone knows, partly on the 
accident of marriage, a tragic assassination 
and a bit of mendacity. After openly pledg-
ing in a pre-election interview that ‘Asif Ali 
Zardari is not a candidate for the President 
of Pakistan’ he feigned to change his mind 
one fine morning. Luckily for him, there was 

enough sympathy for the slain Benazir Bhutto 
to give his party the highest number of seats 
in the National Assembly, and after his first 
somersault, to enable him to navigate his way 
to the Presidency by a near unanimous vote. 

Glad to be rid of the hated Gen. Mush-
arraf, many people when confronted with the 
prospect of his equally distressing successor, 
deceived themselves into believing that AAZ 
would be a changed person, that he would 
redeem himself in the eyes of the electorate, 
the party and the critics. But he only ‘distin-
guished’ himself by his ambiguity, starting 
with the (non)restoration of the judiciary, his 
dealings, or rather double-dealing, with Char-
ter of Democracy partner Mian Nawaz Sharif, 
imposing the ill-advised short-lived Gov-
ernor’s Rule in the ‘hostile’ territory of the 
Punjab, by his inability to tell apart a signed 
agreement and a plain scrap of paper, and his 
disturbing rants against unnamed plotters and 
‘political actors’ out to get him. At times, it 

seemed ‘his nature needed enemies’ to sustain 
its normalcy. Then, any remaining brains went 
down the drain, merit was ignored, cronyism 
flourished, the most corrupt were honoured 
with lucrative positions, civil awards and 
prompt pardons if convicted, and to defy the 
apex court orders became the order of the 
day, to this day. A desperate marriage of con-
venience was made with the former Q (as in 
Qatil) League comprising of turncoats (twice 
over), of the previous regime, while the Presi-
dent kept appeasing the biggest blackmailer 
of them all, the MQM, facilitating its never-
ending quest to maintain its monopoly by 
murder over Karachi. The task of turning the 
country into a banana republic had seemed 
lengthy and difficult but he accomplished it 
in good time and now presides over fearful 
and fawning sycophants like the don of a Si-
cilian clan, The Godfather reportedly being his 
favourite movie. He would very much like a 
second term, a third and a fourth, preferably 

till eternity, all the better to remain under the 
safety net of the presidency, thereby saving his 
soul and his billions, a grim reminder that a 
person worshipping the golden calf can never 
be a nation-builder. Politics, contrary to the 
commonly held view, is not just about one- 
upmanship and deceit, it is also about ideal-
ism, vision, progress and prosperity – and 
dull, solid hard work. Mr. Zardari can easily 
be called the ‘President on the move’. He is 
an incorrigible traveller, and his repetitive 
official tours to rather unenthusiastic foreign 
capitals and somewhat cool hosts, are always 
eminently ‘successful’. But has it ever been 
otherwise with our insecure leaders? How-
ever, one cannot comment on his even more 
numerous ‘private’ tours, how they serve the 
national interests and their ‘rate’, if that is the 
correct word, of ‘return’ or success! One cer-
tain corollary of his past  ill-repute has been 
the euphemistically named ‘donor fatigue’.  

By Khawaja Manzar Amin

I
n the biblical account, ten catastrophic 
plagues desolated the land of Egypt in 
quick succession before the Pharaoh 
Ramses11 (1303 BC--- 1213 BC) freed 
the Israelites led by Moses from slavery 
and allowed them to leave. Ironically, it 

was Karl Marx, the former German Jew (his fa-
ther had converted to the Protestant faith when 
Marx was six) and descended of immaculate 
rabbinical lineage from both parents, who in 
the nineteenth century expressed the greatest 
admiration of ancient Egypt for expelling the 
‘nation of lepers’. This was because for Marx, the 
founder and advocate of modern communist 
ideology, ‘the proletariat had become the new 
chosen people’.

The plagues visited on the Egyptians, in 
order of ‘star’-crossed appearance, were: the 
contamination of the sacred river Nile along 
with all the water in the land by turning it into 
blood; their dwellings overrun by frogs, a reptile 
loathsome to them (something the modern-day 
French gastronomes would find hard to regard 
as an affliction!); the dirt turning into lice, a par-
ticularly upsetting defilement by vermin of the 
purity- obsessed priestly class; the invasion of 
unprecedented swarms of flies, or mosquitoes; 
outbreak of a highly infectious livestock disease 

(Murrain, literally meaning death); another 
filthy disease, the skin breaking out in boils; a 
tremendous tempest, with thunder, hail and fire 
which destroyed the early harvest; a cloud of lo-
custs, which disposed of the later corn harvest; 
an all-enveloping darkness described as ‘A Dark-
ness That Might be Felt’ ; and most horrific of all, 
the death of the first born of every Egyptian fam-
ily, including the Pharaoh’s.  

We are well familiar with a few of these 
‘plagues’, as for instance the frustrating man-
made darkness, which we Really Felt, especially 
in summer’s peaktime, and now better known 
as ‘load shedding’, the contaminated drinking 
water, the deluge and flooding which have laid 
waste the harvest in parts of the land, and of 
course the Dengue- causing mosquitoes, whose 
unusual swarms the local Pharaohs failed to 
ascertain until they had an epidemic on their 
hands. Speaking of Pharaohs, Ramses 11 was 
otherwise a tremendous builder of cities, ‘store-
cities’, monuments and temples, though by the 
now frowned upon method of forced or slave 
labour. 

A cursory glance at some of the contempo-
rary Pharaohs (randomly sequenced) of our 
land might be helpful in understanding the myr-
iad plagues assailing us and why the ordinary 
citizen goes about wearing such a sand-bagged 
and despondent expression.

Pharaohs of Modern Pakistan 
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Yousaf Raza Gilani
The phrase, ‘he came, he saw, he capitulated’, best 

describes the executive dimensions and capabilities 
of this utterly weak Prime Minister, who is otherwise 
expected to be ‘first among equals’ in the cabinet or 
parliamentary system of government. However, an 
ineffectual, ‘good old boy’ image is neither an excuse 
nor a reprieve in the verdict of history, as nations ei-
ther progress or decay, there is no standing still. This 
‘Prime’ Minister is also one of those who seemingly 
materialised out of the air to claim the coveted post, 
another in a long line of ‘throw of the dice’ appoin-
tees (by the party co-chairman in his case) rather than 
a ‘genuinely’ elected type (in the true parliamentary 
tradition and spirit) who win their preeminent posi-
tion by intra-party elections on the basis of senior-
ity, long experience, a proven record of leadership, 
popularity within the party, and of course a majority 
parliamentary vote. Mr. Gilani opposes all these quali-
ties with foreign tours, empty rhetoric, formation of 
committees on every matter under the sun, a flower-
ing moustache and a sartorial ‘splendour’ which relies 
more on its expensive tastes than any innate sense of 
style. When the Eighteenth Amendment was passed, 
all executive power supposedly flowed to the office 
of the Prime Minister, but instead of making inde-
pendent decisions in parliament, he still looked up to 
the godfather(s) and the vested interests. Whenever 
he makes (or is forced to follow) a particular politi-
cal alliance, however self-serving and opportunistic, 
it is always under ‘shaheed Benazir’s policy of national 
reconciliation’. A classic example of a worthless po-
litical leader of the ‘social wastrel’ ilk, interested more 
in the perks and privileges of power, and in showing 
off, rather than employing his powers to change the 
destiny of his people. However, this last bit does not 
apply to his relatives and close friends! These two 
leaders remind an Indian history buff of one of the 
later Moghuls, Mohammad Shah (reigned, but did not 
rule, 1719—1748) and his Grand Wazir, Qamrud-din 
Khan, Imad-ud-Daula, who when faced with frequent 
bad news (such as increasing Maratha incursions), 
‘soothed their hearts’ by abandoning the capital for 
months on end, ‘catching fish and hunting deer’  and 
generally indulging in revelry far away from the press-
ing problems of Delhi.  

Rehman Malik
In a recent talk show, when that powder-keg and 

now loose cannon Dr Zulfiqar Ali Mirza suggested 
that Rehman Malik’s DNA should be tested (for pos-
sible Semitic or lower middle class signatures?), the 
anchor hastily cut him off in mid-sentence and moved 
to other matters. But the good doctor had made his 
point. 

Rehman Malik remains the inscrutable mystery 
man of Pakistan politics, and even after being in the 
public eye for a long time, really its blind spot. His 
close equation with the self-appointed ‘demi-Quaid’ 

of the MQM, makes him even more suspect , rather 
than being perceived as a trouble-shooter accom-
plished in the art of political fence-mending. 

That this secretive, self-made man is confidant to 
a quite remarkable degree is apparent from the invari-
able luminosity of his silk neckties alone, on which he 
unfortunately seems well-stocked. Or he has powerful 
mentors and backers, against whom even the Pakistani 
establishment appears helpless. So many catastrophes 
and tragic incidents, some bordering on criminal neg-
ligence, have happened on his watch as Interior Min-
ister, but all these have fazed or ruffled him not a bit. 
This seems inexplicable to most people, as a change 
from loud neckties might well have proved a change 
for the better overall, and not only on the sartorial 
front. It was once remarked of the ‘Welsh wizard’, the 
Liberal politician Lloyd George, who despite becom-
ing Prime Minister , remained an ‘outsider’ to the Brit-
ish establishment, ‘what happens when Lloyd George 
is alone in a room’, and the answer being, ‘when Lloyd 
George is alone in a room, there is no one there!’ 

So it is with the mysterious and enigmatic Mr. 
Rehman Malik, who despite a damning list of failures, 
including the assassination of Benazir Bhutto when he 
was her security chief, remains firmly glued to his min-
isterial saddle. Even Sherlock Holmes when confront-
ed with the facts of the case, would have been moved 
to remark to Watson, ‘These are much deeper waters 
than I had thought…It is quite a three-pipe problem, 
’ as he reached for his tobacco pouch with a worried 
frown. Often the ‘riddle’ man’s performances remind 
one of the remarks of someone being ‘so slippery that 
compared to him an eel was a leech’, or in the words 
of the British humorist P.G Wodehouse in one of his 
novels, ‘he was so crooked that he could hide at will 
behind a spiral staircase’.  

Why can’t he be changed, is the troubled refrain? 
It is a democratic dispensation after all and the minis-
ter who cannot deliver even in three and a half years 
either resigns or is removed from his post. No big deal. 
Or is it? 

Mian Nawaz Sharif
Starting in the ‘robber baron’ mould in the corrup-

tion-ridden, free-for-all world of Pakistani trade and 
industry in the 1980s, the man now projects himself 
as the last word in the Mr. Respectable department. 

If Asif Zardari, by stretching disbelief to the surre-
al, could ever be considered as Mr Clean, Mian Sahib 
would then surely qualify for the title of Mr Respect-
able. But, as everybody knows, this is not about to hap-
pen anytime soon. Consider Mian Sahib’s new-found 
sober poses, his calm statesman- like demeanour, the 
absence of the fiery, finger-wagging outpourings of the 
past(with only an occasional outburst), the ten-day 
annual Ramadan Sabbath in the Kingdom. But can all 
this art eradicate the sins of the past? As in the case of 
the ruthless Lady Macbeth, ‘here’s the smell of blood 
still : all the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this 
little hand’. Or ‘will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this 
blood clean from my hand’, the stain of having been 
sired into the political world by General Ziaul Haq’s 
protégé, General Gillani, as also the ignominy of the 
good old ‘on-the make’ days, when financial ethics 
were the last item on the agenda, if at all. At best, in 
the present setup, Mr. Sharif should have been sitting 
in parliament as leader of the opposition, as indeed Mr 
Zardari should have, as the Prime Minister. The lat-
ter’s preference for the presidency is understandable, 
but the casual manner in which Mian Nawaz Sharif 
has conducted himself, indeed side-lined himself, as 
leader of the second biggest party in the National As-
sembly, is mystifying to people. On the whole, he has 
been evasive and furtive, rather than focussed. Let not 

this  be his political epitaph: Mr. Nawaz Sharif has ‘sat 
on the fence for so long that the iron has entered his 
soul’. He has baffled with his repeated absences abroad 
in times of acute national crisis, and by his abysmal 
failure in exposing the shortcomings of the regime on 
the domestic and foreign policy fronts, or its excesses 
in cronyism and corruption. Indeed, it would appear 
that national issues are the last thing on any politician’s 
mind (such as it is), as things drift inexorably towards 
a disaster. The attitude is one of ‘dancing to the jazz 
band while the ocean liner is sinking’, and the atten-
tion more on the ‘squalid materialities’ of life, rather 
than on ‘higher matters’. He is yet another example of 
the businessman –politician, ‘condemned to have an 
itching palm’, a sort rampant in our political system, 
with all the emphasis on the fruits of the first vocation. 
And the chote Mians are treading much the same ‘po-
litical’ path as indeed are the ‘menace Elahis’.  

‘Demi-Quaid’ Altaf Hussain
If ever a person could be included absolutely 

without any hesitation and protest from the other 
characters, in Alice in Wonderland, it is the MQM 
chief. He would fit in nicely with the Mad Hatter, the 
March Hare and the Dormouse in their feisty tea par-
ties, and contribute in no small measure to the weird 
and eccentric aspects of that fantasy tale. For Mr. Altaf 
Hussain is one of a kind, that is, the ‘One Volk, one 
Reich, one Fuhrer, ’ kind. From his mythical abode 
in, some say, a rural setting, others in urban London, 
the tin- pot fuhrer presides over his domain of Karachi 
and monitors his minions with bulging, but eagle eyes. 
This man’s aphrodisiac is power, and he simply cannot 
conceive the port city without his hegemony, to fur-
ther which goal he would gladly sup with the devil. So 
far, he has managed all right with a little less, with help 
from the unstable ‘on again, off again’ Mr. Zardari and 
his plenipotentiary, the always obliging Mr. Rehman 
Malik. But the vilest abuse on this count must be 
reserved for that pest of the past, Gen (rtd) Pervez 
Musharraf, who resurrected the broken and scattered 
MQM leadership and patronised it to strengthen and 
prolong his dictatorial rule with a little ethnic colour. 
The party not only regained its footing, but became 
firmly entrenched in that decade of unrestrained pow-
er. Today, the ‘demi-Quaid’, from his London lair, has 
the power to ‘Cry ‘havoc’ and let slip the dogs of war’ 
in Karachi whenever he wants. The grim sector com-
manders have been toiling away overtime these past 
few months in their humane chosen vocation! But in 
the drunkenness (pun intended) of power, amid all 
the lies, fiery rejoinders and explanations, one little 
fact is overlooked: you cannot fool all of the people all 
of the time. The MQM demands of the ordinary Paki-
stani to perceive it as the angelic torchbearer of the 
great literary and social culture of Avadh. Under the 
present conditions, Mafia dons, even of Sicilian and 
Corsican origin, could take the MQM’s correspon-
dence course (or is it Virtual University now?) in the 
dark arts of extortion, kidnapping, horrible tortures 
rivalling that of the Inquisition and murder. The min-
ions, in particular another ‘mystery man’ in the Rehm-
an Malik mould, the Mayor to the World, Mustapha 
Kamal, echo their master’s, or bhai’s, every utterance 
with a blind conviction and an almost religious rev-
erence, even as the captive audience sits for hours at 
a time like zombies (seemingly) eagerly soaking in 
every word of the sermon. For the demi-Quaid is not 
one of your strong, silent men, and it cannot be said 
of him that, ‘Few words he said, but easy those and 
fit, More slow than Hybla-drops, and far more sweet’. 
The versatile three-hour plus theatrical of last month 
could well be staged on the London stage or in vaude-
ville, though it is moot if it would survive its first per-
formance. But there is no denying the frightening fact 
that the party is holding the whole country hostage. 
This Frankenstein monster will take a long time going 

away, it can’t simply be wished away. The Pied Piper of 
Karachi plays a tune, alluring to some, on a one-string 
lyre : absolute ownership of ‘miniature Pakistan’.           

The Go-Go Generals
‘Prussia was hatched out of a cannon ball’, re-

marked the Emperor Napoleon, no pacifist himself, 
on the warlike inclinations of the Germanic state 
of Prussia. The Islamic Republic of Pakistan, born 
of Partition, an even more explosive birth, and con-
fronted by an inexorable foe in the East (not China!) 
witnessed shots fired in anger from its very inception. 

It eventually acquired a reputation for militarism, 
a ‘synonym for Mars’ complex and gave us the disas-
trous order of the Bonapartists, military dictators, 
who were to become the bane of our political devel-
opment. Their dubious legacy has metamorphosed 
today into the hideous spectacle of suicide bombings, 
bigotry, a ready resort to violence in everyday life and 
rampant militancy. A species spawned by the security 
state apparatus, a devastating collateral damage, one 
might say, the military dictators have proved them-
selves the very scourge of reason, common sense and 
even martial sense. The Frankenstein monster men-
tioned elsewhere is also a byproduct of this terribly 
proud and ambitious group, as indeed are some of the 
other ‘scorpions chastening’ us today. 

At the outset, so as not to excite hysterical under-
lining in some quarters, these few must be quickly sep-
arated from the entire army. On the whole, the rank 
and file and the officer class have acquitted themselves 
honourably whenever sacrifices were demanded, if 
not actually distinguished themselves (which they 
could have in 1965) despite facing heavy odds. Many 
have perished in the ongoing war on terror. But the 
‘bloody civilians’ (especially politicians) mindset is 
also a contemptuous gut reaction, one that has deep 
roots in our military culture. 

It is an ingrained perception or frame of mind, ex-
tremely difficult to discard or change. More often than 
not, it results in an ‘operetta’ government, implying in 
practice, ‘vague menaces to party politicians and ca-
pricious intervention in foreign affairs’ as well as in the 
election process.

Only a strong and populist leader, with the cour-
age of his convictions, can manage to transform this 
mindset. The British Prime minister for part of the 
First World War, David Lloyd George confessed that ‘I 
had to contend not with a profession, but with a priest-
hood, devoted to its chosen idol’ when he attempted 
to check the vested interests in the British Army and 
to establish political control over military operations.  
And, once in the Second World War, when Field Mar-
shal Montgomery, Britain’s most famous soldier, made 
his usual three-to-one ratio demand in equipment and 
manpower versus the enemy before he would attack, 
Prime Minister Winston Churchill acerbically re-
marked , ‘This was an almost prohibitive condition. 
Generals only enjoy such comforts in Heaven. And 
those who demand them do not always get there’! 

But our top-notch ‘political’ generals have prob-
ably enjoyed ‘kingly joys’ on earth comparable to ‘the 
pleasures they enjoy in Heaven’, in Marlowe’s words.   
However, in the end, unrestrained militarism has al-
ways resulted in a national misfortune. The concept 
of the ‘will that deems itself absolute’, is now only a 
‘desperate delusion’, unless of course one happens to 
be the world’s sole super power. In our own relatively 
minor context, ‘The Marshal Rides a Galloping White 
Horse’ disposition needs to be permanently shelved. 
The world is changing fast, including belatedly, the Is-
lamic world, and there is also the spectre of UN sanc-
tions, Tahrir Square and the International Court of 
Justice in The Hague to consider, not to mention our  
independent–minded judiciary.
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